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CHAPTER XXXIII. 



CAPTAIN Clayton's love-making. 



The household at Castle Morony was very sad 
for some time after the trial. They had hardly 
begun to feel the death of Florian while the 
excitement existed as they felt it afterwards. 
Mr. Jones, his father, seemed to regard the 
lost boy as though he had been his favourita 
child. It was not many months since he had 
refused to allow him to eat in his presence, 
and had been persuaded by such a stranger as 
was Captain Clayton, to treat him with some 
show of affection. When he had driven him 
into Ballyglunin, he had been stern and harsh 
to him to the very last. And now he was 
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6 THE LANDLEAOUEES. 

afraid of his master and of Captain Moon- 
light. 

" If rd the Captain here, he'd tell me what 
I ought to do." The Captain was always 
Captain Clayton. 

*^ He is coming here to-morrow, and I 
will show him the letter," said Edith. But 
she did not on that account scruple to tell her 
father at once. 

** He can go if he likes it," said Mr. Jones, 
and that was all that Mr. Jones said on the 
subject. 

This was the third visit that the Captain 
had paid to Morony Castle since the terrible 
events of the late trial. And it must be 
understood that he had not spoken a word to 
either of the two girls since the moment in 
which he had ventured to squeeze Edith's 
hand with a tighter grasp than he had given 
to her sister. They, between them, had dis- 
cussed him and his character often ; but had 
come to no understanding respecting him. 

Ada had declared that Edith should be 
his, and had in some degree recovered from 
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the paroxysm of sorrow which had first op- 
pressed her. But Edith had refused altogether 
to look at the matter in that light. " It was 
quite out of the question/' she said, " and so 
Captain Clayton would feel it. If you don't 
hold your tongue, Ada," she said, "I shall 
think you're a brute." 

But Ada had not held her tongue, and 
had declared that if no one else were to know 
it — no one but Edith and the Captain himself 
— she would not be made miserable by it. 

'' What is it ? " she said. " I thought him 
the best and he is the best. I thought that 
he thought that I was the best ; and I wasn't. 
It shall be as I say." 

After this manner were the discussions 
held between them ; but of these Captain 
Clayton heard never a word. 

When he came he would seem to be full 
of the flood gates, and of Lax the murderer. 
He had two men with him now. Hunter 
and another. But no further attempt was 
made to shoot him in the neighbourhood 
of Headford. " Lax finds it too hot," he 
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said, "since that day in the court house, 
and has gone away for the present. I 
nearly know where he is ; but there is no 
good catching him till I get some sort of 
evidence against him, and if I locked him 
up as a * suspect,' he would become a martyr 
and a hero in the eyes of the whole party. 
The worst of it is that though twenty men 
swore that they had seen it, no Gal way jury 
would convict him." But nevertheless he 
was indefatigable in following up the mur- 
derer of poor Florian. "As for the murder 
in the court house," he said, "I do believe 
that though it was done in the presence of 
an immense crowd no one actually saw it. 
I have the pistol, but what is that ? The 
pistol was dropped on the floor of the 
court house." 

On this occasion Edith brought him poor 
Peter's letter. As it happened they two 
were then alone together. But she had 
taught herself not to expect any allusion 
to his love. " He is a stupid fellow," said 
the Captain. 



CAPTAIN CLAYTON'S LOVE-MAKINO. 9 

" But he has been faithful. And you 
can't expect him to look at these things 
as you do." 

*'0f course he iinds it to be a great 
compliment. To have a special letter ad- 
dressed to him by some special Captain 
Moonlight is to bring him into the history 
of his country.'' 

"I suppose he will go." 

"Then let him go. I would not on any 
account ask him to stay. If he comes to 
me I shall tell him simply that he is a 
fool. Pat Carroll's people want to bother 
your father, and he would be bothered if he 
were to lose his man-servant. There is no 
doubt of that. If Peter desires to bother 
him let him go. Then he has another idea 
that he wants to achieve a character for 
fidelity. He must choose between the two. 
But I wouldn't on any account ask him for 
a favour." 

Then Edith having heard the Captain's 
advice was preparing to leave the room when 
Captain Clayton stopped her. "Edith," he said. 
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"Well, Captain Clayton." 

" Some months ago, — before these sad 
things had occurred, — I told you what I 
thought of you, and I asked you for a 
favour." 

"There was a mistake made between us 
all, — a mistake which does not admit of 
being put to rights. It was unfortunate, 
but those misfortunes will occur. There is 
no more to be said about it." 

" Is the happiness of two people to be 
thus sacrificed, when nothing is done for the 
benefit of one ? " 

"What two?" she asked brusquely. 

" You and I." 

"My happiness wiU not be sacrificed. 
Captain Clayton," she said. What right 
had he to tell that her happiness was in 
question? The woman spoke, — the essence 
of feminine self, putting itself forward to 
defend femiijine rights generally against male 
assumption. Could any man be justified in 
asserting that a woman loved him till she 
had told him so ? It was evident no doubt, 
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— SO she told hersel£ It was true at least. 
As the word goes she worshipped the very 
ground he stood upon. He was her hero. 
She had been, made to think and to feel that 
he was so by this mistake which had occurred 
between the three. She had known it before, 
but it was burned in upon her now. Yet he 
should not be allowed to assume it. And the 
one thing necessary for her peace of mind in 
life would be that she should do her duty by 
Ada. She had been the fool. She had insti- 
gated Ada to believe this thing in which there 
was no truth. The loss of all ecstasy of happi- 
ness must be the penalty which she would pay. 
And yet she thought of him. Must he pay a 
similar penalty for her blunder ? Surely this 
would be hard ! Surely this would be cruel ! 
But then she did not believe that man ever 
paid such penalty as that of which she was 
thinking. He would have the work of his life. 
It would be the work of her life to remember 
what she might have been had she not been a 
fooL 

" If so/' he said after a pause, " then there 
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is an end of it all," and he looked at her as 
though he absolutely believed her words, — as 
though he had not known that her assertion 
had been mere feminine pretext ! She could 
not endure that he at any rate should not 
know the sacrifice which she would have to 
make. But he was very hard to her. He 
would not even allow her the usual right of 
defending her sex by falsehood. '* If so there 
is an end of it all," he repeated, holding out 
his hand as though to bid her farewell. 

She believed him, and gave him her hand. 
** Good-bye, Captain Clayton," she said. 

*' Never again," he said to her very gruffly, 
but still with such a look across his eyes as 
irradiated his whole face. '* This hand shall 
never again be your own to do as you please 
with it." 

'* Who says so ? " and she struggled as 
though to pull her hand away, but he held 
her as though in truth her hand had gone 
from her for ever. 

''I say so, who am its legitimate owner. 
Now I bid you tell me the truth, or rather 
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I defy you to go on with the lie. Do you 
not love me ? " 

** It is a question which I shall not answer." 

"Then," said he, "from a woman to a 
man it is answered. You cannot make me 
over to another. I will not be transferred." 

" I can do nothing with you, Captain 
Clayton, nor can you with me. I know you 
are very strong of course." Then he loosened 
her hand, and as he did so Ada came into the 
room. 

"I have asked her to be my wife," said 
the Captain, putting his hand upon Edith's 
arm. 

" Let it be so," said Ada. " I have nothing 
to say against it." 

"But I have," said Edith. "I have much 
to say against it. We can all live without 
beiog married, I suppose. Captain Clayton 
has plenty to do without the trouble of a wife. 
And so have you and I. Could we leave our 
father ? And have we forgotten so soon poor 
Florian ? This is no time for marriages. Only 
think, papa would not have the means to get 
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US decent clothes. As far as I am concerned, 
Captain Clayton, let there be an end of all 
this." Then she stalked out of the room. 

" Ada, you are not angry with me," said 
Captain Clayton, coming up to her. 

'' Oh, no ! How could 1 be angry ? " 

"I have not time to do as other men do. 
I do not know that I ever said a word to her ; 
and yet, God knows, that I have loved her 
dearly enough. She is hot tempered now, 
and there are feelings in her heart which 
fight against me. You will say a word in 
my favour ? " 

** Indeed, indeed I will." 

"There shall be nothing wrong between 
you and me. If she becomes my wife, you 
shall be my dearest sister. And I think she 
will at last. I know, — I do know that she 
loves me. Poor Florian is dead and gone. 
AH his short troubles are over. We have 
still got our lives to lead. And why should 
we not lead them as may best suit us ? She 
talks about your father's present want of 
money. I would be proud to marry your 
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sister standing as she is now down in the 
kitchen. But if I did marry her I should 
have ample means to keep her as would 
become your father's daughter." Then he 
took his leave and went back to Galway. 



CHAPTER XXXIV. 



LORD CASTLEWELL's LOVE-MAKING. 



It was explained in the last chapter that 
Frank Jones was not in a happy condition 
because of the success of the lady whom he 
loved. Rachel, as Christmas drew nigh, was 
more and more talked about in London, and 
became more and more the darling of all 
musical people. She had been twelve months 
now on the London boards, and had fully 
justified the opinion expressed of her by 
Messrs. Moss and Le Gros. There were 
those who declared that she sang as no 
woman of her age had ever sung before. 
And there had got abroad about her certain 
stories, which were true enough in the main, 
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but which were all the more curious because 
of their truth ; and yet they were not true 
altogether. It was known that she was a 
daughter of a Landleaguing Member of Par- 
liament, and that she had been engaged to 
marry the son of a boycotted landlord. Mr. 
Jones' sorrows, and the death of his poor 
son, and the murder of the sinner who was 
to have been the witness at the trial of his 
brother, were all known and commented on 
in the London press ; and so also was the 
peculiar vigour of Mr. O'Mahony's politics. 
Nothing, it was said, could be severed more 
entirely than were Mr. Jones and Mr. 
O'Mahony. The enmity was so deep that 
all ideas of marriage were out of the ques- 
tion. It was, no doubt, true that the 
gentleman was penniless and the lady rolling 
in wealth ; but this was a matter so grievous 
that so poor a thing as money could not be 
allowed to prevail. And then Mr. Moss was 
talked about as a dragon of iniquity, — which, 
indeed, was true enough, — and was repre- 
sented as having caused contracts to be 

VOL. III. 
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executed which would bind poor Eachel to 
himself, both as to voice and beauty. But 
Lord Castlewell had seen her, and had heard 
her; and Mr. Moss, with all his abomina- 
tions, was sent down to the bottom of the 
nethermost pit. The fortune of "The Em- 
bankment" was made by the number of 
visitors who were sent there to see and to 
hear this wicked fiend ; but it all redounded 
to the honour and glory of Eachel. 

But Rachel was to be seen a fSted guest 
at all semi-musical houses. Whispers about 
town were heard that that musical swell, 
Lord Castlewell, had been caught at last. 
And in the midst of all this, Mr. O'Mahony 
came in for his share of popularity. There 
was something so peculiar in the connection 
which bound a violent Landleaguing Member 
of Parliament with the prima donna of the 
day. They were father and daughter, but 
they looked more like husband and wife, 
and it always seemed that Rachel had her 
own way. Mr. O'Mahony had quite achieved 
a character for himself before the time had 
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come in which he was enabled to open his 
mouth in the House of Commons. And 
some people went so far as to declare that 
he was about to be the new leader of the 
party. 

It certainly was true that about this time 
Lord Castlewell did make, an oflfer to Rachel 
O'Mahony. 

" That I should have come to this I " 
she said to the lord when the lord had 
expressed his wishes. 

"You deserve it all," said the gallant 
lord. 

"I think I do. But that you should 
have seen it, — that you should have come 
to understand that if I would be your wife 
I would sing every note out of my body, — 
to do you good if it were possible. How 
have you been enlightened so far as to see 
that this is the way in which you may best 
make yourself happy?" 

Lord Castlewell did not quite like this ; 
but he knew that his wished-for bride was 
an unintelligible little person, to whom much 
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must be yielded as to her own way. He 
had not given way to this idea before he 
had seen how well she had taken her place 
among the people with whom he lived. He 
was forty years old, and it was time that 
he should marry. His father was a very 
proud personage, to whom he never spoke 
much. He, however, would be of opinion 
that any bride whom his son might choose 
would be, by the very fact, raised to the 
top of the peerage. His mother was a 
religious woman, to whom any matrimony for 
her son would be an achievement. Now, 
of the proposed bride he had learned all 
manner of good things. She had come out 
of Mr. Moss's furnace absolutely unscorched ; 
so much unscorched as to scorn the idea 
of having been touched by the flames. She 
was thankful to Lord Castlewell for what 
he had done, and expressed her thanks in 
* a manner that was not grateful to him. She 
was not in the least put about or confused, 
or indeed surprised, because the heir of a 
marquis had made an offer to her — a singing 
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girl ; but she let him understand that she 
quite thought that she had done a good 
thing. "It would be so much better for 
him than going on as he has gone," she 
said to her father. And Lord Castlewell 
knew very well what were her sentiments. 

It cannot be said that he repented of 
his offer. Indeed he pressed her for an 
answer more than once or twice. But her 
conduct to him was certainly very aggra- 
vating. This matter of her marriage with 
an earl was an affair of great moment. 
Indeed all London was alive with the sub- 
ject. But she had not time to give him an 
answer because it was necessary that she 
should study a part for the theatre. This 
was hard upon an earl, and was made no 
better by the fact that the earl was forty. 
''No, my lord earl,'' she said laughing, 
" the time for that has not come yet. You 
must give me a few days to think of it."» 
This she said when he expressed a not un- 
natural desire to give her a kiss. 

But though she apparently made light of 
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the matter to him, and astonished even her 
father by her treatment of him, yet she 
thought of it with a very anxious mind. 
She was quite alive to the glories of the 
position oflFered to her, and was not at all 
alive to its inconveniences. People would 
assert that she had caught the lover who had 
intended her for other purposes. " That was 
of course out of the question," she said to 
herself. And she felt sure that she could 
make as good a countess as the best of them. 
With her father a Member of Parliament, and 
her husband an earl, she would have done 
very well with herself. She would have 
escaped from that brute Moss, and would 
have been subjected to less that was disagree- 
able in the encounter than might have been 
expected. She must lose the public singing 
which was attractive to her, and must become 
the wife of an old man. It was thus in truth 
that she looked at the noble lord. "There 
would be an end," she said, "and for ever, 
of * Love's young dream.'" The dream had 
been very pleasant to her. She had thoroughly 
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liked her Frank. He was handsome, fresh, 
full of passion, and a little violent when his 
temper lay in that direction. But he had 
been generous, and she was sure of him that 
he had loved her thoroughly. After all, was 
not ** Love's young dream " the best ? 

An answer was at any rate due to Lord 
Castlewell. But she made up her mind that 
before she could give the answer, she would 
write to Frank himself. '^My lord," she said 
very gravely to her suitor, "it has become 
my lot in life to be engaged to marry the 
son of that Mr. Jones of whom you have 
heard in the west of Ireland.'' 

" I am aware of it," said Lord Castlewell 
gravely. 

" It has been necessary that I should tell 
you myself. Now, I cannot say whether, 
in all honour, that engagement has been 
dissolved." 

" I thought there was no doubt about it,"*^ 
said the lord. 

"It is as I tell you. I must write to 
Mr. Jones. Hearts cannot be wrenched 
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asunder without some effort in the wrenching. 
For the great honour you have done me I am 
greatly thankful." 

'^ Let all that pass," said the lord. 

**Not so. It has to be spoken of. As 
I stand at present I have been repudiated by 
Mr. Jones." 

"Do you mean to ask him to take you 
back again ? " 

"I do not know how the letter will be 
worded, because it has not been yet written. 
My object is to tell him of the honour which 
Lord Castlewell proposes to me. And I have 
not thought it quite honest to your lordship 
to do this without acquainting you." 

Then that interview was over, and Lord 
Castlewell went away no doubt disgusted. 
He had not intended to be treated in this 
way by a singing girl, when he proposed to 
make her his countess. But with the disgust 
there was a strengthened feeling of admiration 
for her conduct. She looked much more like 
the countess than the singing girl when she 
spoke to him. And there certainly never 
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came a time in which he could tell her to go 
back and sing and marry Mr. Moss. There- 
fore the few days necessary for an answer 
went by, and then she gave him her reply. 
"My lord," she said, *'if you wish it still, 
it shall be so." 

The time for " Love's young dream " had 
not gone by for Lord Castle well. "I do 
wish it still," he said in a tone of renewed joy. 

**Then you shall have all that you wish." 
Thereupon she put her little hands on his 
arm, and leant her face against his breast. 
Then there was a long embrace, but after the 
embrace she had a little speech to make. 
"You ought to know, Lord Castle well, how 
much I think of you and your high position. 
A man, they say, trusts much of his honour 
into the hands of his wife. Whatever you 
trust to me shall be guarded as my very soul. 
You shall be to me the one man whom I 
am bound to worship. I will worship you 
with all my heart, with all my body, with 
all my soul, and with all my strength. Your 
wishes shall be my wishes. I only hope that 
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an odd stray wish of mine may occasionally 
be yours." Then she smiled so sweetly that 
as she looked up into his face he was more 
enamoured of her than ever. 

But now we must go back for a moment, 
and read the correspondence which took place 
between Rachel O'Mahony and Frank Jones. 
Rachers letter ran as follows : 

"My dear Feank, 

" I am afraid I must trouble you once 
again with my aflfairs; though, indeed, after 
what last took place, between us it ought 
not to be necessary. Lord Castlewell has 
proposed to make me his wife ; and, to tell 
you the truth, looking forward into the world, 
I do not wish to throw over all its pleasures 
because your honour, whom I have loved, 
does not wish to accept the wages of a singing 
girl. But the place is open to you still, — the 
wages, and the singing girl, and all. Write 
me a line, and say how it is to be. 

" Yours as you would have me to be, 

"Rachel O'Mahony." 
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This letter Frank Jones showed to no one. 
Had he allowed it to be seen by his sister 
Edith, she would probably have told him that 
no man ever received a sweeter love-letter 
from the girl whom he loved. "The place 
is open to you still, — the wages, the singing 
girl, and all." The girl had made nothing 
of this new and noble lover, except to assure 
his rival that he, the rival, should be post- 
poned to him, the lover, if he, the lover, 
would write but one word to say that it 
should be so. But Frank was bad at reading 
such words. He got it into his head that 
the girl had merely written to ask the per- 
mission of her former suitor to marry this 
new lordly lover, and, though he did love 
the girl, with a passion which the girl could 
never feel for the lord, he wrote back and 
refused the oflfer. 

*^My dear Kaohel, 

" It is, I suppose, best as it is. We 
are sinking lower and lower daily. My father 
is beginning to feel that we shaU never see 
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another rent day at Castle Morony. It is 
not fitting that I should think of joining my 
fallen fortunes to yours, which are soaring 
so high. And poor Florian is gone. We are 
at the present moment still struck to the 
ground because of Florian. As for you, and 
the lord who admires you, you have my 
permission to become his wife. I have long 
heard that he is your declared admirer. You 
have before you a glorious future, and I shall 
always hear with satisfaction of your career. 
^^ Yours, with many memories of the past, 

"Francis Jones.'' 

It was not a letter which would have put 
such a girl as Eachel O'Mahony into good 
heart unless she had in truth wished to get 
his agreement to her lordly marriage. " This 
twice I have thrown myself at his head and 
he has rejected me." Then she abided Lord 
Castlewell's coming, and the scene between 
them took place as above described. The 
marriage was at once declared as a settled 
thing. " Now, my dear, you must name the 
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day," said Lord Castlewell, as full of joy as 
though he were going to marry a duke's 
daughter. 

"I have got to finish my engagement," 
said Rachel ; ^^ I am bound down to the end 
of May. When June comes you shan't find 
a girl who will be in a greater hurry. Do 
you think that I do not wish to become a 
countess ? " 

He told her that he would contrive to get 
her engagement broken. "Covent Garden 
is not going to quarrel with me about my 
wife, Fm sure," he said. 

*^ Ah ! but my own one," said Eachel, ^^we 
will do it all selon les rdgles. I am in a 
hurry, but we won't let the world know it. 
I, the future Countess of Castlewell ; I, the 
future Marchioness of Beaulieu, will keep my 
terms and my allotted times like any candle- 
snuffer. What do you think Moss will say ? " 

" What can it signify what Mr. Moss may 
say ? " 

*' Ah ! but my own man, it does signify. 
Mr. Moss shall know that through it all I 
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Lave done my duty. Madame Socani will 
tell lies, but she shall feel in her heart that 
she has once in her life come across a woman 
who, when she has signed a bit of paper, 
intends to remain true to the paper signed. 
And, my lord, there is still £100 due to you 
from my father." 

" Gammon ! *' said the lord. 

" I could pay it by a cheque on the bank, 
to be sure, but let us go on to the end of 
May. I want to see how all the young 
women will behave when they hear of it." 
And so some early day in June was fixed 
for the wedding. 

Among others who heard of it were, of 
course, Mr. Moss and Madame Socani. They 
heard of it, but of course did not believe it. 
It was too bright to be believed. When 
Madame Socani was assured that Eachel had 
taken the money, — she and her father between 
them, — she declared, with great apparent satis- 
faction, that Eachel must be given up as lost. 
" As to that wicked old man, her father " 

" He's not so very old," said Moss. 
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" She's no chicken, and he's old enough to 
be her father. That is, if he is her father. 
I have known that girl on the stage any 
day these ten years." 

" No, youVe not ; not yet five. I don't 
quite know how it is." And Mr. Moss 
endeavoured to think of it all in such a 
manner as to make it yet possible that he 
might marry her. What might not they two 
do together in the musical world ? 

"You don't mean to say you'd take her 
yet ? " said Madame Socani, with scorn. 

" When I take her you'll be glad enough 
to join us ; that is, if we will have you." 
Then Madame Socani ground her teeth 
together, and turned up her nose with re- 
doubled scorn. 

But it was soon borne in upon Mr. Moss 
that the marriage was to be a marriage, and he 
was in truth very angry. He had been able 
to endure M. Le Gros' success in carrying away 
Miss O'Mahony from "The Embankment." 
Miss O'Mahony might come back again under 
that or any other name. He — and she — had 
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a musical future before them which might 
still be made to run in accordance with his 
wishes. Then he had learned with sincere 
sorrow that she was throwing herself into 
the lord's hands, borrowing money of him. 
But there might be a way out of this 
which would still allow him to carry out 
his project. But now he heard that a 
real marriage was intended, and he was 
very angry. Not even Madame Socani 
was more capable of spite than Mr. Moss, 
though he was better able to hide his 
rage. Even now, when Christmas-time had 
come, he would hardly believe the truth, and 
when the marriage was not instantly carried 
out, new hopes came to him — that Lord 
Gastlewell would not at last make himself 
such a fool. He inquired here and there in 
the musical world and the theatrical world, 
and could not arrive at what he believed to 
be positive truth. Then Christmas passed by, 
and Miss O'Mahony recommenced her singing 
at Covent Garden. Three times a week the 
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house was filled, and at last a fourth night 
was added, for which the salary paid to Kachel 
was very much increased. 

^* I don't see that the salary matters very 
much," said Lord Castlewell, when the matter 
was discussed. 

" Oh, but, my lord, it does matter ! " She 
always called him my lord now, with a little 
emphasis laid on the " my." " They have 
made father a Member of Parliament, but he 
does not earn anything. What I can earn up 
to the last fatal day he shall have, if you will 
let me give it to him." 

They were very bright days for Kachel, 
because she had all the triumph of success, — 
success gained by her own efforts. 

*' I can never do as much as this when I 
am your countess," she said to her future lord, 
*^ I shall dwell in marble halls, as people say, 
but I shall never cram a house so full as to be 
able to see, when I look up from the stage, 
that there is not a place for another man's 
head ; and when my throat gave way the 
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other day I could read all the disappointment 
in the public papers. I shall become your 
wife, my lord." 

" I hope so." 

" And if you will love me I shall be very 
happy for long, long years." 

" I will love you." 

" But there will be no passion of ecstasy 
such as this. Father says that Home Kule 
won't be passed because the people will be 
thinking of my singing. Of course it is all 
vanity, but there is an enjoyment in it." 

But all this was wormwood to Mr. Moss. 
He had put out his hand so as to clutch this 
girl now two years since, understanding all 
her singing qualities, and then in truth loving 
her. She had taken a positive hatred to him, 
•and had rejected him at every turn of her 
life. But he had not at all regarded that. 
He had managed ta connect her with his 
theatre, and had perceived that her voice had 
become more and more sweet in its tones, and 
more and more rich in its melody. He had 
still hoped that he would make her his wife. 
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Madame Socani's abominable proposal had 
come from an assurance on her part that he 
could have all that he wished for without 
paying so dear for it. There had doubtless 
been some whispering between them over the 
matter, but the order for the proposal had not 
come from him. Madame Socani had judged 
of Rachel as she might have judged of herself. 
But all that had come to absolute failure. He 
felt now that he should be paying by no 
means too dear by marrying the girl. It 
would be a great triumph to marry her ; but 
he was told that this absurd earl wished to 
triumph in the same manner. 

He set afloat all manner of reports, which, 
in truth, wounded Lord Castlewell sorely. 
Lord Castlewell had given her money, and 
had then failed in his object. So said Mr. 
Moss. Lord Castlewell had promised mar- 
riage, never intending it. Lord Castlewell 
had postponed the marriage because as the 
moment drew nearer he would not sacrifice 
himself. If the lady had a friend, it would 
be the friend's duty to cudgel the lord, so 
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villainous had been the noble lord's conduct. 
But yet, in truth, who could have expected 
that the noble lord would have married the 
singing girl ? Was not his character known ? 
Did anybody in his senses expect that the 
noble lord would marry Miss Eachel 
O'Mahony ? 

"If I have a friend, is my friend to 
cudgel you, my lord ? " she said, clinging on 
to his arm in her usual manner. " My friend 
is papa, who thinks that you are a very decent 
fellow, considering your misfortune in being 
^, lord at all. I know where all these words 
come from ; — it is Mahomet M. Moss. There 
is nothing for it but to live them down with 
absolute silence." 

" Nothing,'' he replied. " They are a 
nuisance, but we can do nothing." 

But Lord Castlewell did in truth feel what 
was said about him. Was he not going to 
pay too dearly for his whistle ? No doubt 
Eachel was all that she ought to be. She was 
honest, industrious, and high-spirited ; and, 
according to his thinking, she sang more 
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divinely than any woman of her time. And 
he so thought of her that he knew that she 
must be his countess or be nothing at all to 
him. To think of her in any other light 
would be an abomination to him. But yet, 
was it worth his while to make her Marchioness 
of Beaulieu? He could only get rid of his 
present engagement by some absolute change 
in his mode of life. For instance, he must 
shut himself up in a castle and devote himself 
entirely to a religious life. He must explain 
to her that circumstances would not admit his 
marrying, and must ofier to pay her any sum 
of money that she or her father might think 
fit to name. If he wished to escape, this 
must be his way; but as he looked at her 
when she came off the stage, where he always 
attended her, he assured himself that he did 
not wish to escape. 



CHAPTEE XXXV. 

MR. o'mAHONY's apology. 

Time went on and Parliament met. Mr. 
O'Mahony went before the Speaker's table 
and was sworn in. He was introduced by- 
two brother Landleaguers, and really did take 
his place with some enthusiasm. He wanted 
to speak on the first day, but was judiciously 
kept silent by his colleagues. He expressed 
an idea that, until Ireland's wrongs had ^been 
redressed, there ought not to be a moment 
devoted to any other subject, and became 
very violent in his expressions of this opinion. 
But he was not long kept dumb. Great things 
were expected from his powers of speech, and, 
though he had to be brought to silence 
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ignominiously on three or four occasions, still, 
at last some power of speech was permitted 
to him. There were those among his own 
special brethren who greatly admired him and 
praised him ; but with others of the same class 
there was a shaking of the head and many 
doubts. With the House generally, I fear, 
laughter prevailed rather than true admira- 
tion. Mr. O'Mahony, no doubt, could speak 
well in a debating society or a music hall. 
Words came from his tongue sweeter than 
honey. But just at the beginning of the 
session, the Speaker was bound to put a 
limit even to Irish eloquence, and in this 
case was able to do so. As Mr. O'Mahony 
contrived to get upon his feet very frequently, 
either in asking a question or in endeavouring 
to animadvert on the answer given, there was 
something of a tussle between him and the 
authority in the chair. It did not take much 
above a week to make the Speaker thoroughly 
tired of this new member, and threats were 
used towards him of a nature which his joint 
Milesian and American nature could not stand. 
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He was told of dreadful things which could 
be done to him. Though as yet he could not 
be turned out of the House, for the state of 
the young session had not as yet admitted 
of that new mode of torture, still, he could 
be named. "Let him name me. My name 
is Mr. O'Mahony." And Mr. O'Mahony was 
not a man who could be ^appy when he was 
quarrelling with all around him. He was 
soon worked into a violent passion, in which 
he made himself ridiculous, but when he had 
subsided, and the storm was past, he knew 
he had misbehaved, and was unhappy. And, 
as he was thoroughly honest, he could not be 
got to obey his leaders in everything. He 
wanted to abolish the Irish landlords, but he 
was desirous of abolishing them after some 
special plan of his own, and could hardly be 
got to work eflGiciently in harness together 
with others. 

"Don't you think your father is making 
an ass of himself, — just a little, you know ? " 

This was said by Lord Castlewell to Eachel 
when the session was not yet a fortnight old, 
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and made Eachel very unhappy. She did 
think that her father was making an ass of 
himself, but she did not like to bo told of it. 
And much as she liked music herself, dear as 
was her own profession to her, still she felt 
that, to be a Member of Parliament, and to 
have achieved the power of making speeches 
there, was better than to run after opera 
singers. She loved the man who was going 
to marry her very well, — or rather, she 
intended to do so. 

He was not to her " Love's young dream." 
But she intended that his lordship should 
become love's old reality. She felt that this 
would not become the case, if love's old reality 
were to tell her often that her father was an 
ass. Lord Castlewell's father was, she thought, 
making an ass of himself. She heard on dif- 
ferent sides that he was a foolish, pompous 
old peer, who could hardly say bo to a goose ; 
but it would not, she thought, become her to 
tell her future husband her own opinion on 
that matter. She saw no reason why he 
should be less reticent in his opinion as to 
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her father. Of course he was older, and per- 
haps she did not think of that as much as she 
ought to have done. She ought also to have 
remembered that he was an earl, and she but 
a singihg girl, and that something was due to 
him for the honour he was doing her. But 
of this she would take no account. She was 
to be his wife, and a wife ought to be equal to 
the husband. Such at least was her American 
view of the matter. In fact, her ideas on the 
matter ran as follows : My future husband is 
not entitled to call my father an ass because 
he is a lord, seeing that my father is a Member 
of Parliament. Nor is he entitled to call him 
so because he is an ass, because the same thing 
is true of his own father. And thus there 
came to be discord in her mind. 

"I suppose all Parliament people make 
asses of themselves sometimes, Lords as well 
as Commons. I don't see how a man is to 
go on talking for ever about laws and land- 
leagues, and those sort of things without 
doing so. It is all bosh to me. And so I 
should think it must be to you, as you don't 
do it. But I do not think that father is worse 
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than anybody else ; and I think that his words 
are sometimes very beautiful." 

" Why, my dear, there is not a man about 
London who is not laughing at him." 

" I saw in The Times the other day that 
he is considered a very true and a very honest 
man. Of course, they said *that he talked 
nonsense sometimes; but if you put the 
honesty against the nonsense, he will be as 
good as anybody else." 

" I don't think you understand, my dear. 
Honesty is not what they want." 

" Oh ! " 

" But what they don't want especially is 
nonsense." 

** Poor papa ! But he doesn't mean to 
consult them as to what they want. His idea 
is that if everybody can be got to be honest 
this question may be settled among them. 
But it must be talked about, and he, at any 
rate, is eloquent. I have heard it said that 
there was not a more eloquent man in New 
York. I think he has got as many good gifts 
as anyone else." 

In this way there rose some bad feeling. 
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Lord Castlewell did think that there was 
something wanting in the manner in which 
he was treated by his bride. He was sure 
that he loved her, but he was sure also that 
when a lord marries a singing girl he ought to 
expect some special observance. And the 
fact that the Singing girl's father was a 
Member of Parliament was much less to him 
than to her. He, indeed, would have been 
glad to have the father abolished altogether. 
But she had become very proud of her father 
since he had become a Member of Parliament. 
Her ideas of the British constitution were 
rather vague ; but she thought that a Member 
of Parliament was at least as good as a lord 
who was not a peer. He had his wealth ; but 
she was sure that he was too proud to think 
of that. 

Just at this period, when the session was 
beginning, Kachel began to doubt the wisdom 
of what she was doing. The lord was, in 
truth, good enough for her. He was nearly 
double her age, but she had determined to 
disregard that. He was plain, but that was 
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of no moment. He had run after twenty 
difierent women, but she could condone all 
that, because he had come at last to run after 
her. For his wealth she cared nothing, — or 
less than nothing, because by remaining single 
she could command wealth of her own; — 
wealth which she could control herself, and 
keep at her own banker's, which she suspected 
would not be the case with Lord Castlewell's 
money. But she had found the necessity of 
someone to lean upon when Frank Jones had 
told her that he would not marry her, and she 
had feared Mr. Moss so much that she had 
begun to think that he would, in truth, 
frighten her into doing some horrible thing. 
As Frank had deserted her, it would be 
better that she should marry somebody. 
Lord Castlewell had come, and she had felt 
that the fates were very good to her. She 
learned from the words of everybody around, — 
from her new friends at Covent Garden, and 
from her old enemies at " The Embankment,^' 
and from her father himself, that she was the 
luckiest singing girl at this moment known in 
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Europe. " By G , she'll get him ! " such 

had been the exclamation made with horror 
by Mr. Moss, and the echo of it had found its 
way to her ears. The more Mr. Moss was 
annoyed, the greater ought to have been her 
delight. But, — but was she in truth delighted? 
As she came to think of the reality she asked 
herself what were the pleasures which were 
promised to her. Did she not feel that a 
week spent with Frank Jones in some little 
cottage would be worth a twelvemonth of 
golden splendour in the " Marble Halls '' which 
Lord -Castlewell was supposed to own ? And 
why had Frank deserted her ? Simply because 
he would not come with her and share her 
money. Frank, she told herself, was, in truth, 
a gallant fellow. She did love Frank. She 
acknowledged so much to herself again and 
again. And yet she was about to marry Lord 
Castlewell, simply because her doing so would 
be the severest possible blow to her old enemy, 
Mr. Moss. 

Then she asked herself what would be best 
for her. She had made for herself a great 
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reputation, and she did not scruple to tell 
herself that this had come from her singing. 
She thought very much of her singing, but 
very little of her beauty. A sort of prettiness 
did belong to her; a tiny prettiness which 
had sufficed to catch Frank Jones. She had 
laughed about her prettiness and her littleness 
a score of times with Ada and Edith, and 
also with Frank himself. There had been the 
three girls who had called themselves " Beauty 
and the Beast " and the "Small young woman." 
The reader will understand that it had not 
been Ada who had chosen those names ; but 
then Ada was not given to be witty. Her 
prettiness, such as it was, had sufficed, and 
Frank had loved her dearly. Then had come 
her great triumph, and she knew not only 
that she could sing, but that the world had 
recognised her singing. "I am a great 
woman, as women go," she had said to her- 
self. But her singing was to come to an end 
for ever and ever on the 1st of May next. 
She would be the Countess of Castlewell, and 
in process of time would be the Marchioness 
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of Beaulieu. But she never again would be 
a great woman. She was selling all that for 
the marble halls. 

Was she wise in what she was doing? 
She had lain awake one long morning striviDg 
to answer the question for herself. "If no- 
body else should come, of course I should be 
an ugly old maid," she said to herself; "but 
then Frank might perhaps come again, — Frank 
might come again, — if Mr. Moss did not 
intervene in the meantime." But at last she 
acknowledged to herself that she had given 
the lord a promise. She would keep her 
promise, but she could not bring herself to 
exult at the prospect. She must take care, 
however, that the lord should not triumph 
over her. The lord had called her father an 
ass. She certainly would say a rough word 
or two if he abused her father again. 

This was the time of the "suspects." Mr. 
O'Mahony had already taken an opportunity 
of expressing an opinion in the House of 
Commons that every honest man, every 
patriotic man, every generous man, every man 



MB. O'MAHONY'8 APOLOOY. 49 

in fact who was worth his salt, was in Ireland 
locked up as a " suspect/' and in saying so 
managed to utter very bitter words indeed 
respecting him who had the locking up of 
these gentlemen. Poor Mr. O'Mahony had 
no idea that he might have used with pro- 
priety as to this gentleman all the epithets of 
which he believed the *^ suspects '' to be 
worthy ; but instead of doing so he called 
him a *^ disreputable jailer." It is not plea- 
sant to be called a disreputable jailer in the 
presence of all the best of one's fellow citizens, 
but the man so called in this instance only 
smiled. Mr. O'Mahony had certainly made 
himself ridiculous, and the whole House were 
loud in their clamours at the words used. 
But that did not suffice. The Speaker repri- 
manded Mr. O'Mahony and desired him to 
recall the language and apologise for it. Then 
there arose a loud debate, during which the 
member of the Government who had been 
assailed declared that Mr. O'Mahony had not 
as yet been quite long enough in the House to 
learn the little details of Parliamentary lan- 
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guage ; Mr. O'Mahony would no doubt soften 
down his eloquence in course of time. But the 
Speaker would not be content with this, and 
was about to order the sinner to be carried 
away by the Sergeant-at-Arms, when a friend 
on his right and a friend on his left, and a 
friend behind him, all whispered into his ear 
how easy it is to apologise in the House of 
Commons. "You needn't say he isn't a dis- 
reputable jailer, but only call him a distasteful 
warder ; — anything will do." This came from 
the gentleman at Mr. O'Mahony's back, and 
the order for his immediate expulsion was 
ringing in his ears. He had been told that 
he was ridiculous, and could feel that it would 
be absurd to be carried somewhere into the 
dungeons. And the man whom he certainly 
detested at the present moment worse than 
any other scoundrel on the earth, had made a 
good-natured apology on his behalf. If he 
were carried away now, he could never come 
back again without a more serious apology. 
Then, farewell to all power of attacking the jailer. 
He did as the man whispered into his ear, and 
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begged to substitute "distasteful warder" 
for the words which had wounded so cruelly 
the feelings of the right honourable gentleman. 
Then he looked round the House, showing 
that he thought that he had misbehaved him- 
self. After that, during Mr. O'Mahony's 
career as a Member of Parliament, which 
lasted only for the session, he lost his self- 
respect altogether. He had been driven to 
withdraw the true wrath of his eloquence from 
him " at whose brow," as he told Rachel the 
next morning, " he had hurled his words with 
a force that had been found to be intolerable." 
Mr. O'Mahony had undoubtedly made 
himself an ass again on this second, third, 
and perhaps tenth occasion. This was not the 
ass he had made himself on the occasion to 
which Lord Castlewell had referred. But 
yet he was a thoroughly honest, patriotic 
man, desirous only of the good of his country, 
and wishing for nothing for himself. Is it 
not possible that as much may be said for 
others, who from day to day so violently 
excite our spleen, as to make us feel that 
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special Irishmen selected for special con- 
stituencies are not worthy to be ranked with 
men? You shall take the whole House of 
Commons, indifferent as to the side on which 
they sit, — some six hundred and thirty out 
of the number, — and will find in conversation 
that the nature of the animal, the absurdity, 
the selfishness, the absence of all good quali- 
ties, are taken for granted as matters admitting 
of no dispute. But here was Mr. O'Mahony, 
as hot a Home-Ruler and Landleaguer as 
any of them, who was undoubtedly a gentle- 
man, — though an American gentleman. Can 
it be possible that we are wrong in our 
opinions respecting the others of the set ? 

Rachel heard it all the next day, and, 
living as she did among Italians and French, 
and theatrical Americans, and English swells, 
could not endeavour to make the apology 
which I have just made for the Irish Brigade 
generally. She knew that her father had 
made an ass of himself. All the asinine 
proportions of the affair had been so explained 
to her as to leave no doubt on her mind as 
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to the matter. But the more she was sure 
of it, the more resolved she became that Lord 
Castlewell should not call her father an ass. 
She might do so, — and undoubtedly would 
after her own fashion, — but no such privilege 
should be allowed to him. 

" Oh ! father, father," she said to him the 
next morning, " don't you think you've made 
a goose of yourself ? " 

"Yes, Ida" 

" Then, don't do it any more." 

** Yes, I shall. It isn't so very easy for a 
man not to make a goose of himself in that 
place. You've got to sit by and do nothing 
for a year or two. It is very difficult. A 
man cannot afford to waste his time in that 
manner. There is all Ireland to be re- 
generated, and I have to learn the exact 
words which the prudery of the House of 
Commons will admit. Of course I have, 
made a goose of myself; but the question is 
whether I did not make a knave of myself 
in apologising for language which was un- 
doubtedly true. Only think that a man so 
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brutal, so entirely without feelings, without 
generosity, without any touch of sentiment, 
should be empowered by the Queen of England 
to lock up, not only every Irishman, but every 
American also, and to keep them there just 
as long as he pleases ! And he revels in it 
I do believe that he never eats a good break- 
fast unless half-a-dozen new * suspects ' are 
reported by the early police in the morning ; 
and I am not to call such a man a ^disreputable 
jailer.' I may call him a * distasteful warder/ 
It's a disgrace to a man to sit in such a House 
and in such company. Of course I was a 
goose, but I was only a goose according to 
the practices of that special duck-pond." Mr. 
O'Mahony, as he said this, walked about, 
angrily, with his hands in his breeches' pockets, 
and told himself that no honest man could 
draw the breath of life comfortably except in 
New York. 

" I don't know much about it, father," said 
Rachel, "but I think you'd better cut and 
run. Your twenty men will never do any 
good here. Everybody hates them who has 
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got any money, and their only friends are 
just men as Mr. Pat Carroll, of Ballintubber." 
Then, later in the day. Lord Castlewell 
called to drive his bride in the Park. He 
had so far overcome family objections as to 
have induced his sister. Lady Augusta Mont- 
morency, to accompany him. Lady Augusta 
had been already introduced to Eachel, but 
had not been much prepossessed. Lady 
Augusta was very proud of her family, was 
a religious woman, and was anything but 
contented with her brother's manner of life. 
But it was no doubt better that he should 
marry Rachel than not be married at all ; and 
therefore Lady Augusta had allowed herself 
to be brought to accompany the singing girl 
upon this occasion. She was, in truth, an 
uncommonly good young woman ; not beauti- 
ful, not clever, but most truly anxious for 
the welfare of her brother. It had been repre- 
sented to her that her brother was over head 
and ears in love with the young lady, and 
looking at the matter all round, she had 
thought it best to move a little from her 
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dignity so as to take her sister-in-law coldly 
by the hand. It need hardly be said that 
Kachel did not like being taken coldly by the 
hand, and, with her general hot mode of 
expression, would have declared that she hated 
Augusta Montmorency. Now, the two entered 
the room together, and Rachel kissed Lady 
Augusta, while she gave only her hand to 
Lord Castlewell. But there was something 
in her manner on such occasions which was 
intended to show affection, — and did show it 
very plainly. In old days she could decline 
to kiss Frank in a manner that would set 
Frank all on fire. It was as much as to say 
— of course youVe a right to it, but on this 
occasion I don't mean to give it to you. But 
Lord Castlewell was not imaginative, and did 
not think of all this. Eachel had intended 
him to think of it. 

" Oh, my goodness ! " began the lord, 
" what a mess your father did make of it last 
night." And he frowned as he spoke. 

Eachel, as an intended bride — about to 
be a bride in two or three months — did not 
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like to be frowned at by the man who was to 
marry her. ** That's as people may think, my 
lord/' she said. 

" You don't mean to say that you don't 
think he did make a mess of it ? " 

" Of course he abused that horrid man. 
Everybody is abusing him." 

" As for that, I'm not going to defend the 
man." For Lord Castlewell, though by no 
means a strong politician, was a Tory, and un- 
fortunately found himself agreeing with Rachel 
in abusing the members of the Government. 

" Then why do you say that father made 
a mess of it ? " 

" Everybody is talking about it. He has 
made himself ridiculous before the whole 
town." 

" What ! Lord Castlewell," exclaimed 
Rachel. 

'^ I do believe your father is the best 
feUow going ; but he ought not to touch 
politics. He made a great mistake in getting 
into the House. It is a source of misery to 
everyone connected with him." 
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'*0r about to be connected with him/' 
said Lady Augusta, who had not been 
appeased by the flavour of Eachel's kiss. 

"There's time enough to think about it 
yet," said Rachel. 

"No, there's not," said Lord Castlewell, 
who intended to express in rather a gallant 
manner his intention of going on with the 



marriage. 



"But I can assure you there is," said 
Rachel, " ample time. There shall be no time 
for going on with it, if my father is to be 
abused. As it happens, you don't agree with 
my father in politics. I, as a woman, should 
have to call myself as belonging to your party, 
if we be ever married. I do not know what 
that party is, and care very little, as I am not 
a politician myself. And I suppose if we 
were married, you would take upon yourself 
to abuse my father for his politics, as he 
might abuse you. But while he is my father, 
and you are not my husband, I will not bear 
it. No, thank you, Lady Augusta, I will not 
drive out to-day. * Them's my sentiments. 
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as people say ; and perhaps your brother had 
better think them over while there's time 
enough." So saying, she did pertinaciously 
refuse to be driven by the noble lord on that 
occasion. 



CHAPTER XXXVI. 

RACHEL WRITES ABOUT HER LOVERS. 

What a dear fellow is Frank Jones. That 
was Racliel's first idea when Lord Castlewell 
left her. It was an idea she had driven from 
out of her mind with all the strength of 
which she was capable from the moment in 
which his lordship had been accepted. " He 
never shall be dear to me again," she had 
said, thinking of what would be due to her 
husband ; and she had disturbed herself, not 
without some success, in expelling Frank 
Jones from her heart. It was not right that 
the future Lady Castlewell should be in love 
with Frank Jones. But now she could think 
about Frank Jones as she pleased. What a 
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dear fellow is Frank Jones 1 Now, it certainly 
was the case that Lord Castlewell was not a 
dear fellow at all. He was many degrees 
better than Mr. Moss, but for a dear fellow ! — 
She only knew one. And she did tell herself 
now that the world could hardly be a happy 
world to her without one dear fellow, — at any 
rate, to think of. 

But he had positively refused to marry 
her ! But yet she did not in the least doubt 
his love. '^ I'm a little bit of a thing," she 
said to herself ; " but then he likes little bits 
of things. At any rate, he likes one." 

And then she had thought ever so often 
over the cause which had induced Frank to 
leave her. " Why shouldn't he take my 
money, since it is here to be taken ? It is 
all a man's beastly pride 1 " But then again 
she contradicted the assertion to herself. It 
was a man's pride, but by no means beastly. 
" If I were a man," she went on saying, " I 
don't think I should like to pay for my coat 
and waistcoat with money which a woman had 
earned ; and I should like it the less, because 
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things at home, in my own house, were out 
of order." And then again she thought of ^ it 
all. ** I should be an idiot to do that. Every- 
body would say so. What I to give up my 
whole career for a young man's love, — ^merely 
that I might have his arm round my waist? 
I to do it, who am the greatest singer of my 
day, and who can, if I please, be Countess of 
Castle well to-morrow! That were losing the 
world for love, indeed 1 Can any man's love 
be worth it ? And I am going on to become 
such a singer as the world does not possess 
another like me. I know it. I feel it daily 
in the increasing sweetness of the music made. 
I see it in the wakeful eagerness of men's ears, 
waiting for some charm of sound, — some won- 
derful charm, — which they hardly dare to 
expect, but which always comes at last. I 
see it in the eyes of the women, who are 
hardly satisfied that another should be so 
great. It comes in the worship of the people 
about the theatre, who have to tell me that I 
am their god, and keep the strings of the sack 
from which money shall be poured forth upon 
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them. I know it is coming, and yet I am to 
marry the stupid earl because I have promised 
him. And he thinks, too, that his reflected 
honours will be more to me than all the fame 
that I can earn for myself. To go down to 
his castle, and to be dumb for ever, and 
perhaps to be mother of some hideous little 
imp who shall be the coming marquis. Every- 
thing to be abandoned for that, — even Frank 
Jones. But Frank Jones is not to be had I 
Oh, Frank Jones, Frank Jones ! If you could 
come and live in such a marble hall as I could 
provide for you ! It should have all that we 
want, but nothing more. But it could not 
have that self-respect which it is a man's first 
duty in life to achieve." But the thought 
that she had arrived at was this, — that 
with all her best courtesy she would tell 
the Earl of Castlewell to look for a bride 
elsewhere. 

But she would do nothing in a hurry. 
The lord had been very civil to her, and she, 
on her part, would be as civil to the lord as 
circumstances admitted. And she had an idea 
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in her mind that she could not at a moment's 
notice dismiss this lord and be as she was 
before. Her enffajs^ement with the lord was 
known to all the musical world. The Mosses 
and Socanis spent their mornings, noons, and 
nights in talking about it, — as she well knew. 
And she was not quite sure that the lord had 
given her such a palpable cause for quarrelling 
as to justify her in throwing him over. And 
when she had as it were thrown him over in 
her mind, she began to think of other causes 
for regret. After all, it was something to be 
Countess of Castlewell. She felt that she 
could play the part well, in spite of all Lady 
Augusta's coldness. She would soon live the 
Lady Augusta down into a terrible mediocrity. 
And then again, there would be dreams of 
Frank Jones. Frank Jones had been utterly 
banished. But if an elderly, gentleman is 
desirous that his future wife shall think of 
no Frank Jones, he had better not begin by 
calling the father of that young lady a 
ridiculous ass. 

She was much disturbed in mind, and 
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resolved that she would seek counsel from 
her old correspondent, Frank's sister. 

" Dearest Edith," she began, " I know you 
will let me write to you in my troubles. I 
am in such a twitter of mind in consequence 
of my various lovers that I do not know 
where to turn; nor do I quite know whom 
I am to call lover number one. Therefore, 
I write to you to ask advice. Dear old Frank 
used to be lover number one. Of course I 
ought to call him now Mr. Francis Jones, 
because another lover is really lover number 
one. I am engaged to marry, as you are 
well aware, no less a person than the Earl 
of Castle well; and, if all things were to go 
prosperously with me, I should in a short 
time be the Marchioness of Beaulieu. Did 
you ever think of the glory of being an abso- 
lutely live marchioness ? It is so overwhelm- 
ing as to be almost too much for me. I think 
that I should not cower before my position, 
but that I should, on the other hand, en- 
deavour to soar so high that I should be 

consumed by my own flames. Then there 
VOL. ni. p 



68 THE LANDLEAGUEBS. 

expected from her. But from you has not 
come that compliance with your fate in life 
which circumstances have demanded. 
*'Your affectionate friend, 

"Kachel O'Mahony." 

It could not but be the case that Edith 
should be gratified by the receipt of such 
a letter as this. Frank was now at home^ 
and was terribly down in the mouth. Boy- 
cotting had lost all its novelty at Morony 
Castle. His sisters had begun to feel that it 
was a pleasant thing to have their butter 
made for them, and pleasant also not to be 
introduced to a leg of mutton till it appeared 
upon the table. Frank, too, had become very 
tired of the work which fell to his lot, though 
he had been relieved in the heaviest labours 
of the farm by "Emergency" men, who had 
been sent to him from various parts of Ire- 
land. But he was thoroughly depressed in 
heart, as also was his father. Months had 
passed by since Pat Carroll had stood in the 
dock at Galway ready for his trial. He was 
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now, in March, still kept in Gal way jail 
under remand from the magistrates. A 
great clamour was made in the county upon 
the subject. Florian's murder had stirred 
all those who were against the League to 
feel that the Government should be sup- 
ported. But there had been a mystery 
attached to that other murder, perpetrated in 
the court, which had acted strongly on the 
other side, — on behalf of the League. The 
murder of Jerry Carroll at the moment in 
which he was about to give evidence, — false 
evidence, as the Leaguers said, — against his 
brother was a great triumph to them. It 
was used as an argument why Pat Carroll 
should be no longer confined, while Florian's 
death had been a reason why he never 
should be released at all. All this kept 
the memory of Florian's death, and the 
constant thought of it, still fresh in the 
minds of them all at Morony Castle, together 
with the poverty which had fallen upon 
them, had made the two men weary of their 
misfortunes. Under such misfortunes, when 
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continued, naen do become more weary than 
women. But Edith thought there would be 
something in the constancy of Eachel's love 
to cheer her brother, and therefore the letter 
made her contented if not happy. 

For herself, she said to herself no love 
could cheer her. Captain Clayton still hung 
about Tuam and Headford, but his presence 
in the neighbourhood was always to be attri- 
buted to the evidence of which he was in, 
search as to Florian's death. It seemed now 
with him that the one great object of his heart 
was the unravelling of that murder. " It was 
no mystery," as he said over and over again 
in Edith's hearing. He knew very well who 
had fired the rifle. He could see, in his 
mind's eye, the slight form of the crouching 
wretch as he too surely took his aim from 
the temporary barricade. The passion had 
become so strong with him of bringing the 
man to justice that he almost felt, that be- 
tween him and his God he could swear to 
having seen it. And yet he knew that it. 
was not so. To have the hanging of that 
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man would be to him a privilege only next 
to that of possessing Edith Jones. And he 
was a sanguine man, and did believe that 
in process of time both privileges would be 
vouchsafed to him. 

But Edith was less sanguine. She could 
not admit to herself the possibility that there 
should be successful love between her and 
her hero. His presence there in the neigh- 
bourhood of her home was stained by constant 
references to her brother's blood. And then, 
though there was no chance for Ada, Ada's 
former hopes militated altogether against 
Edith. "He had better go away and just 
leave us to ourselves," she said to hersel£ 
But yet neither was she nor was Ada 
sunk so low in heart as her father and her 
brother. 

" Frank," she said to her brother, " whom 
do you think this letter is from ? " and she 
held up in her hand Rachel's epistle. 

*' I care not at all, unless it be from that 
most improbable of all creatures, a tenant 
coming to pay his rent." 
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" Nothing quite so beautiful as that." 
"Or from someone who has evidence to 
give about some of these murders that are 
going on?" — A Mr. Morris from the other 
side of the lake, in County Mayo, had just 
been killed, and the minds of men were now 
disturbed with this new horror. — " Anybody 
can kill anybody who has a taste in that 
direction. What a country for a man with 
his family to pitch upon and live in ! And 
that all this should have been kept under so 
long by policemen and right-thinking indi- 
viduals, and then burst out like a subter- 
ranean fire all over the country, because the 
hope has been given them of getting their 
land for nothing ! In order to indulge in whole- 
sale robbery they are willing at a moment's 
notice to undertake wholesale murder." 

After listening to words such as these, 
Edith found it impossible to introduce 
Eachel's letter on the spur of the moment. 



CHAPTER XXXVIL 



RACHEL IS ILL. 



Rachel, before the end of March, received 
the^following letter from her friend, but she 
received it in bed. The whole world of 
Covent Garden Theatre had been thrown into 
panic-stricken dismay by the fact that Miss 
O'Mahony had something the matter with 
her throat. This was the second attack, the 
first having been so short as to have caused 
no trepidations in the world of music ; but 
this was supposed to be sterner in its 
nature, and to have caused already great 
alarm. Before March was over it was pub- 
lished to the world at large that Miss 
O'Mahony would not be able to sing during 
the forthcoming week. 



74 THE LANBLEAOUUBS. 

• 

In this catastrophe her lordly lover was 
of course the most sedulous of attendants. 
In truth he was so, though when we last 
met him and his bride together he had made 
himself very disagreeable. Kachel had then 
answered him in such language as to make 
her think it impossible that he should not 
quarrel with her ; but still here he was, con- 
stant at her chamber door. Whether his 
constancy was due to his position about the 
theatre or to his ardour as a lover, she did 
not know; but in either case it troubled her 
somewhat, and interfered with her renewed 
dreams about Frank. Then came the follow- 
ing letter from Frank's sister : 

''Dear Kachel, 

"I am not .very much surprised, 
though I was a little, that you should have 
accepted Lord Castlewell; but I had not 
quite known the ins and outs of it, not 
having been there to see. Frank says that 
the separation had certainly come from him, 
because he could not bring himself to burden 
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your prosperity with the heavy load of his 
misfortunes. Poor fellow ! They are very 
heavy. They would have made you both 
miserable for awhile, unless you could have 
agreed to postpone your marriage. Why 
should it not have been postponed? 

"But Lord Castlewell came in the way, 
and I supposed him naturally to be as beau- 
tiful and gracious as he is gorgeous and rich. 
But though you say nothing about him 
there does creep out from your letter some 
kind of idea that he is not quite so beau- 
tiful in your eyes as was poor Frank. 
Kemember that poor Frank has to wear two 
blue shirts a week and no more, in order 
to save the washing ! How many does Lord 
Castlewell wear? How many will he wear 
when he lis a marquis ? 

**But at any rate it does seem to be 
the case that you and the earl are not as 
happy together as your best friends could 
wish. We had understood that the earl 
was ready to expire for love at the sound 
of every note. Has he slackened in his ad- 
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miration so as to postpone his expiring to 
the close of every song ? Or why is it that 
Frank should be allowed again to come up 
and trouble your dreams? 

"You are so fond of joking that it is 
almost impossible for a poor steady-going, 
boycotted young woman to follow you to 
the end. Of course I understand that what 
you say about Mr. Moss is altogether a joke. 
But then what you say about Frank is, I 
am sure, not a joke. If you love him the 
best, as I am sure you do — so very much 
the best as to disregard the marble halls — 
I advise you, in the gentlest manner pos- 
sible, to tell the marble halls that they are 
not wanted. It cannot be right to marry 
one man when you say that you love 
another as you do Frank. Of course he 
will wait if you like to wait. All I can 
say is, that no man loves a girl better than 
he loves you. 

"We are very much down in the world 
at the present. We have literally no money. 
Papa's relatives have given their money to 
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him to invest, and he has laid it out on 
the property here. Nobody was thought to 
have done so well as he till lately; but 
now they cannot get their interest, and, of 
course, they are impatient. Commissioners 
have sat in the neighbourhood, and have 
reduced the rents all round. But they 
can't reduce what doesn't exist. There are 
tenants who I suppose will pay. Pat Carroll 
could certainly have done so. But then 
papa's share in the property will be reduced 
almost to nothing. He will not get above 
five shillings out of every twenty shillings 
of rent, such as it was supposed to be when 
he bought it. I don't understand all this, 
and I am sure I cannot make you do so. 

*' I have nothing to tell about my young 
man, as you call him, except that he cannot 
be mine. I fancy that girls are not fond 
of writing about their young men when they 
don't belong to them. Frank, at any rate, 
is yours, if you will take him ; and you 
can write about him with an open heart. 
I cannot do so. Think of poor Florian and 
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his horrid death. Is this a time for mar- 
riage, — if it were otherwise possible, — which 
it is not? 

"God bless you, dear Eachel. Let me 
hear from you again soon. I have said 
nothing to Frank as yet. I attempted it 
this morning, but was stopped. You can 
imagine that he, poor fellow, is not very 
happy. — Tours very aflFectionately, 

"Edith Jones." 

Eachel read the letter on her sick bed, and 
as soon as it was read Lord Castlewell came to 
her. There was always a nurse there, but 
Lord Castlewell was supposed to be able to 
see the patient, and on one occasion had been 
accompanied by his sister. It was all done in 
the most proper form imaginable, much to 
KacheFs disgust. Incapable as she was in her 
present state of carrying on any argument, she 
was desirous of explaining to Lord Castlewell 
that he was not to hold himself as bound to 
marry her. "If you think that father is an 
ass^ you had better say so outright, and let 
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there be an end of it." She wished to speak 
to him after this fashion. But she could not 
say it in the presence of the nurse and of 
Lady Augusta. But Lord Castlewell's conduct 
to herself made her more anxious than ever to 
say something of the kind. He was very 
civil, even tender, in his inquiries, but he 
was awfully frigid. She could tell from his 
manner that that last speech of hers was 
rankling in his bosom as the frigid words fell 
from his lips. He was waiting for some 
recovery, — a partial recovery would be better 
than a whole one, — and then he would speak 
his mind. She wanted to speak her mind 
first, but she could hardly do so with her 
throat in its present condition. 

She had no other friend than her father, 
no other friend to take her part with her 
lovers. And she had, too, fallen into such 
a state that she could not say much to him. 
According to the orders* of the physician, she 
was not to interest herself at all about any- 
thing. 

'^I wonder whether the man was ever 
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engaged to two or three lovers at once," she 
said to herself, alluding to the doctor. "He 
knows at any rate of Lord Castlewell, and does 
he think that I am not to trouble myself 
about him ? " 

She had a tablet under her pillow, which 
she took out and wrote on it certain instruc- 
tions. "Dear father, C. and I quarrelled 
before I was ill at all, and now he comes here 
just as though nothing had happened. He 
said you made an ass of yourself in the House 
of Commons. I won't have it, and mean to 
tell him so ; but I can't talk. Won't you tell 
him from me that I shall expect him to beg 
my pardon, and that I shall never hear any- 
thing of the kind again. It must come to 
this. Your own K." This was handed to 
Mr. O'Mahony by Kachel that very day before 
he went down to the House of Commons. 

" But, my dear ! " he said. Kachel only 
shook her head. " I can hardly say all this 
about myself. I don't care twopence whether 
he thinks me an ass or not." 

"But I do," said Kachel on the tablet. 
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"He is an earl, and has wonderful privi- 
leges, as well as a great deal of money." 

" Marble halls and impudence," said Rachel 
on the tablet. Then Mr. O'Mahony, feeling 
that he ought to leave her in peace, made her 
a promise, and went his way. At Covent 
Garden that evening he met the noble lord, 
having searched for him in vain at West- 
minster. He was much more likely to find 
Lord Castlewell among the singers of the 
day, than with the peers ; but of these things 
Mr. O'Mahony hardly understood all the 
particulars. 

"Well, O'Mahony, how is your charming 
daughter ? " 

"My daughter is not inclined to be 
charming at all. I do hope she may be 
getting better, but at present she is bothering 
her head about you." 

"It is natural that she should think of 
me a little sometimes," said the flattered 
lord. 

" She has written me a message which she 
says that I am to deliver. Now mind, I 

VOL. ni. G 
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don't care about it the least in the world." 
Here the lord looked very grave. " She says 
that you called me an ass. Well, I am to 
you, and you're an ass to me. I am sure 
you won't take it as any insult, neither do L 
She wants you to promise that you won't 
call me an ass any more. Of course it would 
* follow that I shouldn't be able to call you one. 
We should both be hampered, and the truth 
would sufier. But as she is ill, perhaps it 
would be better that you should say that you 
didn't mean it." 

But this was not at all Lord Castlewell's 
view of the matter. Though he had been 
very glib with his tongue in calling O'Mahony 
an ass, he did not at all like the compliment 
as paid back to him by his father-in-law. And 
there was something which he did not quite 
understand in the assertion that the truth 
would suffer. All the world was certain that 
Mr. O'Mahony was an ass. He had been 
turned out of the House of Commons only 
yesterday for saying that the Speaker was 
quite wrong, and sticking to it. There was 
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not the sKghtest doubt in the world about it. 
But his lordship knew his gamut, which was 
all that he pretended to know, and never 
interfered with matters of which he was 
ignorant. He was treated with the greatest 
respect at Covent Garden, and nobody ever 
suspected him of being an ass. And then he 
had it in his mind to speak very seriously 
to Eachel as soon as she might be well enough 
to hear him. " You have spoken {o me in a 
manner, my dear, which I am sure you -did 
not intend." He had all the words ready 
prepared on a bit of paper in his pocket-book. 
And he was by no means sure but that the 
little quarrel might even yet become per- 
manent. He had discussed it frequently with 
Lady Augusta, and Lady Augusta rather 
wished that it might become permanent. 
And Lord Castlewell was not quite sure that 
he did not wish it also. The young lady had 
a way of speaking about her own people which 
was not to be borne. And now she had been 
guUty of the gross indecency of sending a 
message to him by her own father, — the very 

G 2 
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man wliom he called an ass. And the man 
in return only laughed and called him an ass. 

But Lord Castlewell knew the proprieties 
of life. Here was this — girl whom he had 
proposed to marry, a sad invalid at the 
moment. The doctor had, in fact, given him 
but a sad account of the case. " She has 
strained her voice continually till it threatens 
to leave her," said the doctor ; " I do not say 
that it will be so, but it may. Her best 
chance will be to abandon all professional 
exertions till next year/' Then the doctor 
told him that he had not as yet taken upon 
himself to hint anything of all this to 
Miss O'Mahony. 

Lord Castlewell was puzzled in the 
extreme. If the lady lost her voice and so 
became penniless and without a profession ; 
and if he in such case were to throw her 
over, and leave her unmarried, what would 
the world say of him ? Would it be possible 
then to make the world understand that he 
had deserted her, not on account of her ill- 
ness, but because she had not liked to hear 
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her father called an ass. And had not Rachel 
already begun the battle in a manner intended 
to show that she meant to be the victor ? 
Could it be possible that she herself was 
desirous of backing out. There was no know- 
ing the extent of the impudence to which 
these Americans would not go ! No doubt 
she had, by the use of intemperate language 
on the occasion when she would not be driven 
out in the carriage, given him ample cause 
for a breach. To tell the truth, he had 
thought then that a breach would be ex- 
pedient. But she had fallen ill, and it was 
incumbent on him to be tender and gentle. 
Then, from her very sick bed, she had sent 
him this impudent message. 

And it had been delivered so impudently ! 
" The truth would suflfer ! " He was sure 
that there was a meaning in the words in- 
tended to signify that he. Lord Castlewell, 
was and must be an ass at all times. Then he 
asked himself whether he was an ass because 
he did not quite understand O'Mahony's argu- 
ment. Why did the truth suffet'l k.^\»<^\iss* 



1. 
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being an ass, — O'Mahqny being an ass, — he 
was sure that there was no doubt about that. 
All the world said so. The House of Commons 
knew it, — and the newspapers. He had been 
turned out of the House for saying the 
Speaker was wrong, and not apologising for 
having uttered such words. And he. Lord 
Castlewell, had so expressed himself only to 
the woman who was about to be his wife. 
Then she had had the incredible folly to tell 
her father, and the father had told him that 
under certain circumstances the " truth must 
suflfer." He did not quite understand it, but 
was sure that Mr. O'Mahony had meant to say 
that they were two fools together. 

He was not at all ashamed of marrying 
a singing girl. It was the thing he would 
be sure to do. And he thought of some 
singing girls before his time, and of his time 
also, whom it would be an honour for such 
as him to marry. But he would degrade 
himself — so he felt — by the connection 
with an advanced Landleaguing Member of 
Parliament. He looked round the lot of 



BAOHEL 18 ILL. 87 

them, and he assured himself that there was 
not one from whose loins an English noble- 
man could choose a wife without disgrace. 
It was most unfortunate, — so he told him- 
self. The man had not become Member of 
Parliament till quite the other day. He had 
not even opened his mouth in Parliament till 
the engagement had been made. And now, 
among them all, this O'Mahony was the 
biggest ass. And yet Lord Castlewell found 
himself quite unable to hold his own with 
the Irish liiember when the Irish member 
was brought to attack him. He certainly 
would have made Kachel's conduct a fair 
excuse for breaking with her, — only that she 
was ill. 

If he could have known the state of 
Kachel's mind there might have been an end 
to his troubles. She had now, at length, 
been made thoroughly wretched by hearing 
the truth from the doctor, — or what the 
doctor believed to be the truth. " Miss 
O'Mahony, I had better tell you, your voice 
has gone, at any rate for a yeai: " 
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" For a year 1 '' The hoarse, angry, rusty 
whisper came forth from her, and in spite 
of its hoarseness and rustiness was audible 
enough. 

" I fear so. For heaven's sake don't talk ; 
use your tablet." Kachel drew the tablet 
from under her piUow and dashed it across 
the room. The doctor picked it up, and, 
with a kind smile and a little caressing 
motion of his hand, put it again back under 
the pillow. Eachel buried her head amidst 
the bedclothes and sobbed bitterly. "Try 
to make yourself happy in remembering how 
you have succeeded," said the doctor. 

"It won't be back just the same," she 
wrote on her tablet. 

**It is in God's hands," said the doctor. 
There came not another word from Eachel, 
either by her tablet or by any struggle at 
speech. The doctor, having made what 
attempts at comfort he could, went his way. 
Then her father, who had been in and out 
constantly, came to his daughter. He had 
not been present when she threw the tablet 
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away, but he knew what the doctor had said 
to her. 

"My pet," he said. But she made no 
attempt to answer him. A year! At her 
time of life a year is an eternity. And then 
this doctor had only told her that her voice 
was in God's hands. She could talk to her- 
self without any eflfort. "When they say 
that they always condemn you. When the 
doctor tells you that you are in God's hands 
he means the Devil's." 

She had been so near' the gods and god- 
desses, and now she was no more than any 
other poor woman. She might be less, as her 
face had begun to wither with her voice. She 
had all but succeeded ;* as for her face, as 
for the mere look of her, let it go. She told 
herself that she cared nothing for her ap- 
pearance. What was Lord Castlewell to her, 
— what even was Frank's love? To stand 
on the boards of the theatre and become 
conscious of the intense silence of the crowd 
before her, — so intense because the tone of 
her voice was the one thing desired b^ ^ 
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the world. And then to open her mouth and 
to let the music go forth and to see the 
ears all erect, as she fancied she could, so 
that not a sound should be lost, — should not 
be harvested by the hungry hearers ! That 
was to be a very god 1 As she told her- 
self of all her regrets, there was not a pass- 
ing sorrow given to Lord Castlewell. And 
what of the other man ? " Oh, Frank, dear 
Frank, you will know it all now. There 
need be no more ^taking money." But she 
did take some comfort at last in that promise 
of God's hands. When she had come, as it 
were, to the bitterest moment of her grief, 
she told herself that, though it might be even 
at the end of a whole year, there was some- 
thing to be hoped. 



CHAPTER XXXVIII. 

LORD CASTLEWELL IS MUCH TROUBLED. 

When her father had been with her half-an- 
hour, and was beginning to think that he 
could escape and go down to the House, — and 
he had a rod in pickle for the Speaker's back, 
such a rod that the Speaker's back should be 
sore for the rest of the session — Rachel began 
her lengthened conversation with him. In 
the last half-hour she had made up her mind 
as to what she would say. But the conversa- 
tion was so long and intricate, being neces- 
sarily carried on by means of her tablet, that 
poor O'Mahony's rod was losing all its pickle. 
" Father, you must go and see Lord Castle well 
at once." 



92 TEE LANDLEAGUEB8. 

"I think, my dear, he understood me 
altogether when I saw him before, and he 
seemed to agree with me. I told him I didn't 
mind being called an ass, but that you were 
so absurd as to dislike it. In fact, I gave him 
to understand that we were three asses ; but 
I don't think he'll say it again." 

" It isn't about that at all," said the tablet. 

*^ What else do you want ? " 

Then Eachel went to work and wrote her 
demand with what deliberation she could 
assume. 

" You must go and tell him that I don't 
want to marry him at all. He has been very 
kind, and you mustn't tell him that he's an 
ass any more. But it won't do. He has 
proposed to marry me because he has wanted 
a singing girl ; and I think I should have 
done for him, — only I can't sing." 

Then the father replied, having put him- 
self into such a position on the bed as to read 
the tablet while Eachel was filling it : " But 
that'll all come right in a very short time." 

" It can't, and it won't. The doctor says 
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a year ; but he knows nothing about it, and 
says it's in God's hands. He means by that 
it's as bad as it can be." 
But, my dear- 

" I tell you it must be so." 

" But you are engaged. He would never 
be so base a man as to take your word at such 
a moment as this. Of course he couldn't do 
it. If you had had small-pox, or anything 
horrible like that, he would not have been 
justified." 

" I'm as ugly as ever I can be," said the 
tablet, "and as poor a creature." Then she 
stopped her pencil for a moment. 

" Of course he's engaged to you. Why, 
my dear, I'd have to cowhide him if he said a 
word of the kind." 

" Oh, no ! " said the tablet with frantic 
energy. 

" But you see if I wouldn't ! You see if I 
don't ! I suppose they think a lord isn't to 
be cowhided in this country. I guess I'll let 
'em know the diflference." 

" But I don't love him," said the tablet. 
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** Goodness gracious me ! " 

"I don't. When, he spoke of you in that 
way I began to think of it, and I found I 
hated him. I do hate him like poison, and I 
want you to tell him so." 

*'That will be very disagreeable," said the 
father. 

" Never mind the disagreeables. You tell 
him so. I tell you he won't be the worst 
pleased of the lot of us. He wanted a singer, 
and not a Landleaguer's daughter ; now he 
hasn't got the singer, but has got the Land- 
leaguer's daughter. And I'll tell you some- 
thing else I want " 

" What do you want ? " asked the father, 
when her hand for a moment ceased to scrawl. 

"I want,". she said, "Frank Jones. Now 
you know all about it." 

Then she hid her face beneath the bed- 
clothes, and refused to write another word. 

He went on talking to her till he had 
forgotten the Speaker and the rod in pickle. 
He besought her to think better of it ; and 
if not that, just at present to postpone any 
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action in the matter. He explained to her 
how very disagreeable it would be to him to 
have to go to the lord with such a message 
as she now proposed. But she only enhanced 
the vehemence of her order by shaking her 
head as her face lay buried in the pillow. 

" Let it wait for one fortnight," said the 
father. 

" No ! " said the girl, using her own voice 
for the effort. 

Then the father slowly took himself off,, 
and making his way to the House of Commons, 
renewed his passion as he went, and had him- 
self again turned out before he had been half- 
an-hour in the House. 

The earl was sitting alone after breakfast 
two or three days subsequently, thinking in 
truth of his diflficulty with Rachel. It had 
come to be manifest to him that he must 
marry the girl unless something terrible should 
occur to her. "She might die," he said to 
himself very sadly, trying to think of cases in 
which singers had died from neglected throats. 
And it did make him very sad. He could not 
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think of the perishing of that magnificent 
treble without great grief; and, after his 
fashion, he did love her personaUy. He did 
not know that he could ever love anyone very 
much better. He had certainly thought that 
it would be a good thing that his father and 
mother and sister should go and live in 
foreign lands, — in order, in short, that they 
might never more be heard of to trouble him, 
— ^but he did not even contemplate their 
deaths, so sweet-minded was he. But in the 
first fury of his love he had thought how nice 
it would be to be left with his singing girl, 
and no one to trouble him. Now there came 
across him an idea that something was due * 
to the Marquis of Beaulieu, — something, that 
is, to his own future position ; and what could 
he do with a singing girl for his wife who 
could not sing ? 

He was unhappy as he thought of it all, 
and would ever and again, as he meditated, 
be stirred up to mild anger when he remem- 
bered that he had been told that " the truth 
would suffer." He had intended, at any rate. 
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that his singing girl should be submissive and 
obedient while in his hands. But here had 
been an outbreak of passion ! And here was 
this confounded O'Mahony ready to make a 
fool of himself at a moment's notice before all 
the world. At that moment the door was 
opened and Mr. O'Mahony was shown into 
the room. 

'^ Oh ! dear," exclaimed the lord, *' how do 
you do, Mr. O'Mahony ? I hope I see you 
well." 

"Pretty well. But upon my word, I 
don't know how to tell you what I've got to 
say." 

" Has anything gone wrong with Eachel V* 

"Not with her illness, — which, however, 
does not seem to improve. The poor girl I 
But you'll say she's gone mad." 

" What do you mean by that ? " 

"I really hardly know how I ought to 
break it. You must have learned by this time 
that Rachel is a girl determined to have her 
own way." 

" Well ; well ; well ! " 

VOL. III. ^ 
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*^And, upon my word, when I think of 
myself, I feel that I have nothing to do but 
what she bids me." 

^^It's more than you do for the Speaker, 
Mr. O'Mahony." 

"Yes, it is; I admit that. But Eachel, 
though she is inclined to be tyrannical, is not 
such a downright positive old blue-bottle nin- 
compoop as that white-wigged king of kings. 
Eachel is bad; but even you can't say that 
she is bad enough to be Speaker of the House 
of Commons. My belief is, that he'll come to 
be locked up yet." 

"We have all the highest opinion of 
him." 

"It's because you like to be sat upon. 
You don't want to be allowed to say bo to 
a goose. I have often beard in my own 
country " 

"But you call yourself an Irishman, Mr. 
O'Mahony." 

" Never did so in my life. They called me 
so over there when they wanted to return me 
to hold my tongue in that House of Torment ; 
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but I guess it will puzzle the best Englishman 
going to find out whether Tm an American or 
an Irishman. They did something over there 
to make me an American ; but they did 
nothing to unmake me as an Irishman. And 
there I am, member for Cavan ; and it will go 
hard with me if I don't break that Speaker's 
heart before Fve done with him. What ! I 
ain't to say that he goes wrong when he never 
goes right by any chance ? " 

" Have you come here this morning, Mr. 
O'Mahony, to abuse the Speaker ? " 

" By no means. It was you who threw 
the Speaker in my teeth.'' 

Lord Castlewell did acknowledge to him- 
self his own imprudence. 

"I came here to tell you about my 
daughter, and upon my word I shall find it 
more difficult than anything I may have to 
say to the Speaker. I have the most profound 
contempt for the Speaker." 

" Perhaps he returns it." 

**I don't believe he does, or he wouldn't 
make so much of me as to turn me oat c^t 
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the House. When a man finds it necessary to 
remove an enemy, let the cause be what it 
may, he cannot be said to despise that enemy. 
Now, I wouldn't give a puff of breath to turn 
him out of the House. In truth, I despise 
him too much." 

" He is to be pitied," said the lord, with a 
gentle touch of irony. 

" m tell you what. Lord Castlewell " 

"Don't go on about the Speaker, Mr. 
O'Mahony, — pray don't." 

'^ You always begin, — but I won't. I didn't 

come here to speak about him at all. And 

the Chairman of Committees is positively 

worse. You know there's a creature called 

'Chairman of Committees ? " 

"Now, Mr. O'Mahony, I really must beg 
that you will fight your political battles any- 
Avhere but here. I'm not a politician. How 
is your charming daughter this morning ? " 

" She is anything but charming. I hardly 
know what to make of her, but I find that I 
am always obliged to do what she tells me." 
There was another allusion to the Speaker on 
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the lord's tongue, but he restrained himself. 
'^ She has sent me here to say that she wants 
the marriage to be broken off." 

" Good Heavens ! " 

" She does. She says that you intend to 
marry her because she's a singing girl ; — and 
now she can't sing." 

'* Not exactly that," said the lord. 

" And she thinks she oughtn't to have 
accepted you at all, — that's the truth." The 
lord's face became very long. '* I think my- 
self that it was a little too hurried. I don't 
suppose you quite knew your own minds." 

" If Miss O'Mahony repents " 

" Well, Miss O'Mahony does repent. She 
has got something into her head that I can't 
quite explain. She thought that she'd do 
for a countess very well as long as she was 
on the boards of a theatre. But now that 
she's to be relegated to private life she begins 
to feel that she ought to look after someone 
about her own age." 

" Oh, indeed ! Is this her message ? " 

*'Well; yes. It is her message.. \. 
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shouldn't in such a matter invent it all 
if she hadn't sent me. I don't know, now 
I think of it, that she did say anything 
about her own age. But yet she did," 
remarked Mr. O'Mahony, calling to mind 
the assertion made by Eaehel that she wanted 
Frank Jones. Frank Jones was about her 
own age, whereas the lord was as old as her 
father. 

" Upon my word, I am much obliged to 
Miss O'Mahony." 

^' She certainly has meant to be as 
courteous as she knows how," said Mr. 
O'Mahonv. 

'' Perhaps on your side of the water they 
have different ideas of courtesy. The young 
lady sends me word that now she means to 
retire from the stage she finds I am too old for 
her." 

^^Not that at all," said Mr. O'Mahony. 
But he said it in an apologetic tone, as though 
admitting the truth. 

Lord Castlewell, as he sat there for a 
moments, acknowledged to himself that 
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Eachel possessed certain traits of character 
which had something fine about them, from 
whatever side of the water she had come. 
He was a reasonable man, and he considered 
that there was a way made for him to escape 
from this trouble which was not to have been 
expected. Had Rachel been an English girl, 
or an Italian, or a Norwegian, he would hardly 
have been let off so easily. As he was an 
earl, and about to be a marquis, and as he 
was a rich man, such suitors are not generally 
given up in a hurry. This young lady had 
sent word to him that she had lost her voice 
permanently and was therefore obliged to 
surrender that high title, that noble name, 
and those golden hopes which had glistened 
before her eyes. No doubt he had ofiered 
to marry her because of her singing ; — that is, 
he would not have so ofiered had she not 
have been a singer. But he could not have 
departed from his engagement simply be- 
cause she had become dumb. He quite under- 
stood that Mr. O'Mahony would have been 
there with his cowhide, and though he w 
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by no means a coward he did not wish to 
encounter the American Member of the House 
of Commons in all his rage. In fact, he had 
been governed in his previous ideas by a 
feeling of propriety; but propriety certainly 
did not demand him to marry a young lady 
who had sent to tell him that he was too 
old. And this irate member of the House 
of Commons had come to bring him the 
message ! 

" What am I expected to suggest now ? " 
said Lord Castlewell, after awhile. 

*' Just your affectionate blessing, and 
you're very sorry," said Mr. O'Mahony, 
with a shrug. '' That's the kind of thing, 
I should say." 

He couldn't send her his affectionate 
blessing, and he couldn't say he was very 
sorry. Had the young lady been about to 
marry his son, — had there been such a son, 
— he could have blessed her; and he felt 
that his own personal dignity did not admit 
of an expression of sorrow. 

Was he to let the young lady off alto- 
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gether? There was something nearly akin, 
— very nearly akin, — to true love in his bosom 
as he thought of this. The girl was ill, and 
no doubt weak, and had been made miserable 
by the loss of her voice. The doctor had 
told him that her voice, for all singing pur- 
poses, had probably gone for ever. But her 
beauty remained ; — had not so faded, at least, 
as to have given any token of permanent 
decay. And that peculiarly bright eye was 
there ; and the wit of the words which had 
captivated him. The very smallness of her 
stature, with its perfect symmetry, had also 
gone far to enrapture him. 

No doubt, he was forty. He did not 
openly pretend even to be less. And where 
was the young lady, singer or no singer, who 
if disengaged, would reject the heir to a 
marquisate because he was forty? And he 
did not believe that Eachel had sent him 
any message in which allusion was . made to 
his age. That had been added by the stupid 
father, who wks, without doubt, the biggest 
fool that either America or Ireland had ev^^ 
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produced. Now that th6 matter had been 
brought before him in such bald terms, he 
was by no means sure that he was desirous 
of accepting the girl's offer to release him. 
And the father evidently had no desire to 
catch him. He must acknowledge that Mr. 
O'Mahony was an honest fool. 

"It's very hard to know what I'm to 
say." Here Mr. O'Mahony shook his head. 
*' I think that, perhaps, I had better come 
and call upon her." 

*'You mustn't speak a word! And, if 
you're to be considered as no longer en- 
gaged, perhaps there might be — you know 
— something — well, something of delicacy in 
the matter ! " 

Mr. O'Mahony felt at the moment that he 
ought to protect the interests of Frank Jones. 

" I understand. At any rate I am not 
disposed to send her my blessing at present 
as a final step. An engagement to be married 
is a very serious step in life." 

But her father remembered that she had 
told him that she wanted Frank Jones. 
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Should he tell the lord the exact truth, and 
explain all about Frank Jones ? It would be 
the honest thing to do. And yet he felt 
that his girl should have another chance. 
This lord was not much to his taste ; but still, 
for a lord, he had his good points. 

" I think we had better leave it for the 
present," said the lord. '^I feel that in 
the midst of all your eloquence I do not 
quite catch Miss O'Mahony's meaning." 

O'Mahony felt that this lord was as bad 
a lord as any of them. He would like to 
force the lord to meet him at some debating 

o 

club where there was no wretched Speaker 
and there force him to give an answer on 
any of the burning questions which now 
excited the two countries. 

" Very well. I will explain to Rachel as 
soon as I can that the matter is still left in 
abeyance. Of course we feel the honour done 
us by your lordship in not desiring to accept 
at once her decision. Her condition is no 
doubt sad. But I suppose she may expect to 
hear once more from yourself in a short tima V 
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So Mr. O'Mahony took his leave, and as 
he went to Cecil Street endeavoured in his 
own mind to investigate the character of 
Lord Castlewell. That he was a fool there 
could be no doubt, a fool with whom he 
would not be forced to live in the constant 
intercourse of married life for any money that 
could be offered to him. He was a man who, 
without singing himself, cared for nothing 
but the second-hand life of a theatre. But 
then he, Mr. O'Mahony, was not a young 
woman, and was not expected to marry Lord 
Castlewell. But he had told himself over 
and over again that Lord Castlewell had been 
** caught." He was a great lord rolling in 
money, and Eachel had " caught " him. He 
had not quite approved of Kachel's conduct, 
but the lord had been fair game for a woman. 
What the deuce was he to think now of the 
lord who would not be let off ? 

"I wonder whether it can be love for 
her," said he to himself ; ** such love as I used 
to feel." 

Then he sighed heavily as he went home. 



CHAPTER XXXIX. 



CAPTAIN Clayton's first triumph. 



It was now April, and this April was a sad 
month in Ireland. I do not know why 
the deaths of two such men as were then 
murdered should touch the heart with a 
deeper sorrow than is felt for the fate of 
others whose lot is lower in life ; why the 
poor widow, who has lost her husband while 
doing his duty amidst outrages and uomanly 
revenges, is not to be so much thought of 
as the sweet lady who has been robbed of 
her all in the same fashion. But so it is 
with human nature. We know how a people 
will weep for their Sovereign, and it was 
with such tears as that, with tears as sincere 






no THE LANDLEAOUEBS. 

as those shed for the best of kings, that 
Lord Frederick Cavendish and Mr. Burke 
were lamented. In April these two men 
had fallen, hacked to death in front of the 
Viceregal Lodge. By whom they were killed, 
as I write now, no one knows, and as 
regards Lord Frederick one can hardly guess 
the reason. "He had come over to Ireland 
on that very day, to take, the place which 
his luckier predecessor had just vacated, and 
had as yet done no service, and excited no 
vengeance in Ireland. He had only attended 
an opening pageant ; — because with him had 
come a new Lord Lieutenant, — not new 
indeed to the office, but new in his return. 
An accident had brought the two together 
on the day, but Lord Frederick was altogether 
a stranger, and yet he had been selected. 
Such had been his fate, and such also the 
fate of Mr. Burke, who, next to him in 
official rank^ may possibly have been in truth 
the doomed one. They were both dealt with 
horribly on that April morning, — and all 
Ireland was grieving. All Ireland was re- 
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pudiating the crime, and saying that this 
horror had surely been done by American 
hands. Even the murderers native to Ireland 
seemed to be thoroughly ashamed of this 
deed. 

It would be needless here to tell, — or to 
attempt to tell, — how one Lord- Lieutenant 
had made way for another, and one Chief 
Secretary for another Chief Secretary. It 
would be trying to do too much. In the 
pages of a novel the novelist can hardly do 
more than indicate the sources of the troubles 
which have fallen upon the country, and can 
hardly venture to deal with the names and 
characters of those who have been concerned. 
For myself, I do most cordially agree with 
the policy of him in whose place Lord 
Frederick had this day suflfered, — as far as 
his conduct in Ireland can be read from that 
which he did and from that which he spoke. 
As far as he had agreed with the Govern- 
ment in their measure for interfering with 
the price paid for land in the country, — for 
putting up a new law devised by themselves 
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in lieu of that time-honoured law by which 
property has ever been protected in England, 
—I disagree. Of my disagreement no one 
will take notice; — ^but my story cannot be 
written without expressing it. 

But down at Morony Castle, mingled 
with their sorrows, there was a joy and a 
triumph; not loud indeed, not sounded with 
trumpets, not as yet perfect, not quite assured 
even in the mind of one man ; but yet assur- 
ing in the mind of that man, — and indeed 
of one other, — almost to conviction. That 

man was Captain Yorke Clayton, and that 
other man was only poor Hunter, the wounded 
policeman. For such triumph as was theirs 
a victim is needed; and in this case the 
victim, the hoped-for victim, was Mr. Lax. 

Nothing had ever been made out in regard 
to the murder of Jerry Carroll in the Court 
House at Gal way. Irish mysteries are coming 
to be unriddled now, but there will be no 
unriddling of that. Yorke Clayton, together 
with Hunter and all the police of County 
Galway, could do nothing in regard to that 
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mystery. They had struggled their very 
best, and, from the nature of the crime, had 
found themselves almost obliged to discover 
the perpetrator. The press of the two 
countries, the newspapers in other respects 
so hostile to each other, had united in 
declaring that the police were bound to 
know all about, it. The police had deter- 
mined to know nothing about it, because 
the Government did not dare to bring for- 
ward such evidence. This was the Irish 
Landleague view ; and though it contained 
an accusation against the Government for 
having contrived the murder itself, it was 
all the better on that account. The English 
papers simply said that the Galway police 
must be fast asleep. This man had been 
murdered when in the very hands of the 
officers of justice. The judge had seen the 
shots fired. The victim fell into the hands 
of four policemen. The pistol was found at 
his feet. It was done in daylight, and all 
Galway was looking on. The kind of things 
that were said by one set of newspapers and 
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another drove Yorke Clayton almost out of 
his wits. He had to maintain a show of 
good humour, and he did maintain it gal- 
lantly. '^ My hero is a hero still," whispered 
Edith to her own pillow. But, in truth, 
nothing could be done as to that Gal way 
case. Mr. Lax was still in custody, and 
was advijsed by counsel not to give any 
account of himfielf at that time. It was 
indecent on the part of the prosecution that 
he should be asked to do so. So said the 
lawyers on his side, but it was clear that 
nobody in the court and nobody in Galway 
could be got to say that he or she had seen 
him do it. And yet Yorke Clayton had 
himself seen the hip of the stooping man. 
"I suppose I couldn't swear to it," he said 
to himself; and it would be hard to see how 
he could swear to the man without forswearing 
himself. 

But while this lamentable failure was 
going on, success reached him from another 
side. He didn't care a straw what the news- 
papers said of him, so bug as he could hang 
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Mr. Lax. His triumph in that respect would 
drown all other failures.. Mr. Lax was still 
in custody, and many insolent petitions had 
been made on his behalf in order that he 
might be set free. " Did the Crown intend 
to pretend that they had any shadow of 
evidence against him as to the shooting of 
Jerry Carroll ? " 

"No ; — but there was another murder 
committed a day or two before. Poor young 
Florian Jones had been murdered. Even 
presuming that Lax's hand cannot be seen 
visible in the matter of Jerry Carroll, there 
is, we think, something to connect him with 
the other murder. The two, no doubt, were 
committed in the same interest. The Crown 
is not prepared to allowed Lax to escape 
from its hands quite yet." Then there were 
many words on the subject going on just 
at the time at which Lax especially wanted 
his freedom, and at which, to tell the truth, 
Yorke Clayton was near the end of his tether 
in regard to poor Florian. 

In the beginning of his inquiry aa to the 

I 2 
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Bally glunin murder, he entertained an idea 
that Lax, after firing the shot, had been 
seen by that wicked car-driver, who had 
boycotted Mr. Jones in his great need. 
The reader will probably have forgotten that 
Mr. Jones had required to be driven home 
to Morony Castle from Ballyglunin station, 
and had been refused the accommodation by 
a wicked old Landleaguer, who had joined 
the conspiracy formed in the neighbourhood 
against Mr. Jones. He had done so, either 
in fear of his neighbours, or else in a true 
patriot spirit — because he had gone without 
any supper, as had also his horses, on the 
occasion. The man's name was Teddy 
Mooney, the father of Kit Mooney who 
stopped the hunting at Moytubber. • And 
he certainly was patriotic. From day to 
day he went on refusing fares, — for the boy- 
cotted personages were after all more capable 
of paying fares than the boycotting hero of 
doing without them, — suflfering much him- 
self from want of victuals, and more on 
behalf of his poor animal. He saw his son 
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Kit more than once or twice in those days, 
and Kit appeared to be the stancher patriot 
of the two. Kit was a baker, and did earn 
wages ; but he utterly refused to subsidise 
the patriotism of his father. "If ye can't 
do that for the ould counthry/' said Kit, 
*' ye ain't half the man I took ye for." But 
he refused him a gallon of oats for his horse. 
It was not at once that the old man gave 
way. He went on boycotting individuals till 
he hadn't a pair of breeches left to sit upon, 
and the non-boycotted tradesmen of the little 
towns around declined to sit upon his car, 
because the poor horse, fed upon roadside 
grasses, refused to be urged into a trot. "Tare 
and ages, man, what's the good of it ? Ain't 
we a-cutting the noses off our own faces, and 
that with the money so scarce that I haven't 
seen the sight of a half-crown this two weeks." 
It was thus that he declared his purpose 
of going back to the common unpatriotic 
ways of mankind, to an old pal, whom he 
had known all his days. He did do so, but 
found, alas 1 that his trade had ^^y\.^^^ \s>c 
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the meanwhile or forced itself into other 
channels. 

The result was that Teddy Mooney became 
very bitter in spirit, and was for a while 
an Orangeman, and almost a Protestant. 
The evil things that had been done to hin 
were terrible to his spirit. He had been 
threatened with eviction from ten acres of 
ground because he couldn't pay . his rent ; 
or, as he said, because he had declined to 
drive a maid-servant to the house of another 
gentleman who was also boycotted. This 
had not been true, but it had served to 
embitter Teddy Mooney. And now, at last, 
he had determined to belong to the other side. 

When an Irishman does make up his 
mind to serve the other side he is very much 
determined. There is but the meditation 
of two minutes between Landleaguing and 
Orangeism, between boycotting landlords and 
thorough devotion to the dear old landlord. 
When Kit Mooney had first laid down the 
law to his father, how he ought to assist 
In boycotting all the enemies of the Land- 
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league, no one saw his way clearer than 
did Teddy Mooney. " I wouldn't mind doing 
without a bit or a sup," ho said, when his 
son explained to him that he might have 
to suffer a little for the cause. "Not a bit 
or a sup when the ould counthry wants it." 
He had since had a few words with his son 
Kit, and was now quite on the other side 
of the question. He was told that some- 
body had threatened to cut off his old mare's 
tail because he had driven Phil D'Arcy. 
Since that he had become a martyr as well 
as an Orangeman, and was disposed to go 
any length '*for the gintl'men." This had 
come all about by degrees — ^had been coming 
about since poor Florian's murder ; and at 
last he wrote a letter to Yorke Clayton, or 
got someone else to write it : 

" Yer Honour, — It was Lax as dropped 
Master Flory. Divil a doubt about it. There's 
one as can tell more about it as is on the 
road from Bally glunin all round. This comes 
from a well-wisher to the ould cause. For 
Muster Clayton." 
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When Captain Clayton received this he 
at once knew from whom it had come. The 
Landleaguing car-driver, who had turned 
gentlemen's friend, was sufficiently well known 
to history to have been talked about. Clayton, 
therefore, did not lose much time in going 
down to Ballyglunin station and requiring 
to be driven yet once again from thence to 
Carnlough. "And now, Mr. Teddy Mooney," 
he said, after they had travelled together a 
mile or two from Ballyglunin, and had come 
almost to the spot at which the poor boy 
had been shot, '*tell me what you know 
about Mr. Lax's movements in this part of 
the world." He had never come there before 
since the fatal day without having three 
policemen with him, but now he was alone. 
Such a man as Teddy Mooney would be most 
unwilling to open his mouth in the presence 
of two or more persons. 

'^ Lord, Captain, how you come on a 
poor fellow all unawares ! " 

''Stop a moment, Mr. Mooney," and the 
car stopped. " Whereabouts was it the young 
tleman perished?" 
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" Them's the very shot-holes," said Teddy, 
pointing up to the temporary embrasure, 
which had indeed been knocked down half 
a score of times since the murder, and had 
been as often replaced by the diligent care 
of Mr. Blake and Captain Clayton. 

"Just so. They are the shot-holes. And 
which way did the murderer run?" Teddy 
pointed with his whip away to the east, over 
the ground on which the man had made 
his escape. "And where did you first see 
him ? " 

" See him ! " ejaculated Teddy. It became 
horrible to his imagination as he thought 
that he was about to tell of such a deed. 

"Of course, we. know you did see him; 
but I want to know the exact spot." 

" It was over there, nigh to widow Dolan's 
cottage." 

"It wasn't the widow who saw him, I 
think ? " 

"Faix, it was the widow thin, with her 
own eyes. I hardly know'd him. And yet 
I did know him, for I'd seen. him. ot^.^^ \x."«^i^- 
Jing from Ballinasloe ^it\^ "P^'t <o^TtO^- t^^^^ 
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Lax is a man as when youVe once seen him 
youVe seen him for allaysL But she knowed 
him well. Her husband was one of the boys 
when the Fenians were up. If he didn't go 
into the widow Dolan's cabin my name's not 
Teddy Mooney." 

" And who else was there ? " 

"There was no one else; but only her 
darter, a slip of a girl o' fifteen, come up 
while Lax was there. I know she come up, 
because I saw her coming jist as I passed 
the door." 

Captain Clayton entered into very friendly 
relations with Teddy Mooney on that occa- 
sion, trying to make him understand, without 
any absolute promises, that all the luck and 
all the rewards, — in fact, all the bacon 
and oats, — ^lay on the dish to which Mr. Lax 
did not belong. Under these influences Teddy 
did become communicative — though he lied 
most awfully. That did not in the least shock 
Captain Clayton, who certainly would have 
believed nothing had the truth been told him 
without hesitation. At last it came out that 
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the car-driver was sure as to the personality 
of Lax, — had seen him again and again since 
he had first made his acquaintance in Carroll's 
company, and could swear to having seen 
him in the widow's cabin. He knew also 
that the widow and her daughter were inti- 
mate with Lax. He had not seen the shot 
fired. This he said in an assured tone, but 
Captain Clayton had known that before. He 
did not expect to find anyone who had seen 
the shot fired, except Mr. Jones and Peter. 
As to Peter he had his suspicions. Mr. Jones 
was certain that Peter had told the truth 
in declaring that he had seen no one; but 
the Captain had argued the matter out with 
him. " A fellow of that kind is in a very 
hard position. You must ifemember that for 
the truth itself he cares nothing. He finds 
a charm rather in the romantic beauty of a 
lie. Lax is to him a lovely object, even 
though, he be aware that he and Lax be on 
different sides. And then he thoroughly 
believes in Lax; thinks that Lax possesses 
some ^ mysterious power of knomn^ n^V^ Ss> 
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in his mind, and of punishing him for his 
enmity. All the want of evidence in this 
country comes from belief in the marvellous. 
The people think that their very thoughts 
are known to men who make their name 
conspicuous, and dare not say a word which 
they suppose that it is desired they shall 
withhold. In this case Peter no doubt is 
on our side, and would gladly hang Lax with 
his own hand if he were sure he would be 
safe. But Lax is a mysterious tyrant, who 
in his imagination can slaughter him any day ; 
whereas he knows that he shall encounter no 
harm from you. He and poor Florian were 
sitting on the car with their backs turned 
to the embrasure; and Peter's attention was 
given to the driving of the car, — so that 
there was no ground for thinking that he had 
seen the murderer. All the circumstances 
of the moment ran the other way. But 
still it was possible." 

And Captain Clayton was of opinion that 
Peter was beginning to be moved from the 
determined know-nothingness of his primary 
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evidence. He had seen the flash. And then, 
as his master had run up the bank, he didn't 
know whether he hadn't caught the flying 
figure of a man. 

" I had the poor boy's head on my knees, 
Captain Clayton ; and how is a poor man to 
look much about him then ? " 

In this condition stood Captain Clayton's 
mind in regard to Peter, when he heard, for 
the first time, a word about the widow Dolan 
and the widow Dolan's daughter. 

The woman swore by all her gods that 
she knew nothing of Lax. But then she 
had already fallen into the difl&culty of having 
been selected as capable of giving evidence. 
It generally happens that no one first person 
will be found even to indicate others, so that 
there is no finding a beginning to the case. 
But when a witness has been indicated, the 
witness must speak 

"The big blackguard!" exclaimed Mrs. 
Dolan, when she heard of the evil that had 
been brought her; "to have the imperence 
to mention my name!" 
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It was felt, all the country through, to 
be an impertinence, — for anybody to drag 
anybody else into the mess of troubles which 
was sure to arise from an enforced connection 
with a law court. Most unwillingly the cir- 
cumstances were drawn fipom Mrs. Dolan, and 
with extreme difficulty also from that in- 
genious young lady her daughter. But, stiU, 
it was made to appear that Lax had taken 
refuge in their cottage, and had gone down 
from thence to a little brook, where he eflfected 
the cleansing of his pistol. The young lady 
had done all in her power to keep her mother 
silent, but the mother had at last been 
tempted to speak of the weapon which Lax 
had used. 

Now there was no further question of 
•letting Lax go loose from prison ! That very 
irate barrister, Mr. O'Donnell, who was accus- 
tomed to speak of all the Landleague 
criminals as patriotic lambs, — whose lamb- 
like qualities were exceeded only by their 
patriotism,— did not dare to intimate such a 
wish any further. But he did urge, with 
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all that benevolence for which he was con- 
spicuous, that the trial should come on at 
that immediate spring assizes. A rumour 
had, however, already reached the ears of 
Captain Clayton, and others in his position, 
that a great alteration was to be effected in 
the law. This, together with Mrs.Dolan's 
evidence, might enable him to hang Mr. 
Lax. Therefore the trial was postponed; — 
not, indeed, with outspoken reference as to 
the new measure, but with much confidence 
in its resources. 

It would be useless here to refer to that 
Bill which was to have been passed for 
trying certain prisoners in Ireland without 
the intervention of a jury, and of the altera- 
tion which took place in it empowering the 
Government to alter the venue, and to submit 
such cases to a selected judge, to selected 
juries, to selected counties. The Irish judges 
had remonstrated against the first measure, 
and the second was to be first tried, so that 
should it fail the judges might yet be called 
upon to act. 
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Such was the law under which criminals 
were tried in 1882, and the first capital con- 
victions were made under which the country- 
began to breathe freely. But the tidings of 
the law had got abroad beforehand, and gave 
a hope of triumph to such men as Captain 
Clayton. Let a man undertake what duty 
he will in life, if he be a good man he will 
desire success; and if he be a brave man 
he wiU long for victory. The presence of 
such a man as Lax in the country was an 
eyesore to Captain Clayton, which it was 
his primary duty to remove. And it was 
a triumph to him now that the time had 
come in which he might remove him. Three 
times had Mr. Lax fired at the Captain's 
head, and three times had the Captain escaped. 
" I think he has done with his guns and his 
pistols now," said Captain Clayton, in his 
triumph. 



CHAPTER XL. 

YORKE CLAYTON AGAIN MAKES LOVE. 

*^ I AM not quite sure about Peter yet," said 
Clayton to Mr. Jones. " But if we could look 
into his very soul I am afraid he could not do 
much for us." 

" I never believed in Peter as a witness," 
replied Mr. Jones. 

**I should like to know exactly what he 
did see ; — whether it was a limb or a bit of his 
coat. But I think that young lady crept out 
and saw him cleaning his pistol. And I think 
that the old lady had a glimpse of the mask. 
I think that they can be made to say so." 

" I saw the mask myself, and the muzzle 

of the rifle ; — and I saw the man running as 

plainly as I see you." 

VOL. ni. ^ 
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"That will all be- wanted, Mr. Jones. But 
I trust that we may have to summon you to 
Dublin. As things are at present, if Lax had 
been seen in broad daylight firing at the poor 
boy by a dozen farmers it would do no good 
in County Galway. There is Miss Edith out 
there. She is awfully anxious about this 
wretch who destroyed her brother. I will 
go and tell her." So Captain Clayton rushed 
orrt, anxious for another cause for triumph. 

Mr. Jones had heard of his suit, and had 
heard also that the suit was made to Edith 
and not to Ada. " There is not one in a dozen 
who would have taken Edith," said he to him- 
self, — " unless it be one who saw her with my 
eyes." But yet he did not approve of the 
marriage. " They were poverty stricken," he 
said, and Clayton went about from day to 
day with his life in his hand. "A brave 
man," he said to himself; "but singularly fool- 
hardy, — unless it be that he wants to die." 
He had not been called upon for his consent, 
for Edith had never yielded. She, too, had 
said that it was impossible. " If Ada would 
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have suited, it might have been possible, but 
not between Yorke and me." They had both 
come now to call him by his Christian name ; 
and they to him were Ada and Edith ; but 
with their father he had never quite reached 
the familiarity of a Christian name. 

Mr. Jones had, in truth, been so saddened 
by the circumstances of the last two years 
that he could not endure the idea of marriages 
in his family. " Of course, if you choose, my 
dear, you can do as you like," he used to say 
to Edith. 

"But I don't choose." 

' ' What there are left of us should, I think, 
remain together. I suppose they cannot turn 
me out of this house. The Prime Minister 
will hardly bring in a Bill that the estates 
bought this last hundred years shall belong to 
the owners of the next century. He can do 
so, of course, as things go now. There are 
no longer any lords to stop him, and the 
House of Commons, who want their seats, will 
do anything he bids them. It's the First 
Lieutenant who looks after Ireland, ^\v^ W^ 
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ideas of justice with whicli the angels of light 
have certainly not filled his mind. That we 
should get nothing from our purchased pro- 
perty this century, and give it up in the 
course of the next, is in strict accordance with 
his thinking. We can depend upon nothing. 
My brother-in-law can, of course, sell me out 
any day, and would not stop for a moment. 
Everybody has to get his own, except an Irish 
landlord. But I think we should fare ill all 
together. Your brother is behaving nobly, 
and I don't think we ought to desert him. Of 
course you can do as you please." 

Then the squire pottered on, wretched in 
heart ; or, rather, down in the mouth, as we 
say, and gave his advice to his younger 
daughter, not, in truth, knowing how her 
heart stood. But a man, when he undertakes 
to advise another, should not be down in the 
mouth himself. Equam memento o^ebus m 
arduis servare msntem, non secus ac bonis. If 
not, your thoughts will be too strongly 
coloured by your own misfortunes to allow 
of jour advising others. 
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All this Edith knew, — except the Latin. 
The meaning of it had been brought home to 
her by her own light. "Poor papa is so 
hipped/' she said to herself, *' that he thinks 
that nobody will ever be happy again." But 
still she resolved that she would not marry 
Yorke Clayton. There had been a mistake, 
and she had made it, — a miserable blunder for 
which she was responsible. She did not quite 
analyse the matter in her own mind, or look 
into the thoughts of Ada, or of Yorke himself, 
— the hero of her pillow ; but she continued 
to tell herself that the proper order of things 
would not admit it. Ada, she knew, wished 
it. Yorke longed for her, more strongly even 
than for Lax, the murderer. For herself, when 
she would allow her thoughts to stray for a 
moment in that direction, all the bright azure 
tints of heaven were open to her. But she 
had made a mistake, and she did not deserve 
it. She had been a blind fool, and blind fools 
deserved no azure tints of heaven. 

If she could have had her own way she 
would still have married Ada to YoxkaOV^XOTi.* 
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When Ada told her that she had got over her 
foolish love, it was the mere babble of un- 
selfishness. Feel a passion for such a man 
as Yorke Clayton, look into the depth 
of his blue eyes, and fancy for herself 
a partnership with the spirit hidden away 
within, and then get over it ! Edith was 
guilty here of the folly of judging of her 
sister as herself. And as for Yorke himself ; — 
a man, she said, always satisfies himself with 
that which is lovely and beautiful. And with 
Ada he would have such other gifts as so 
strong a man as Yorke always desires in his 
his wife. In temper she was perfect; in un- 
selfishness she was excellent. In all those 
ways of giving aid, which some women possess 
and some not at aU, — but which, when pos- 
sessed, go so far to make the comfort of a 
house, — she was supreme. If a bedroom were 
untidy, her eye saw it at once. If a thing 
had to be done at the stroke of noon, she 
would remember that other things could not 
be done at the same time. If a man liked 
his egg half-boiled, she would bear it in her 
mind for ever. She would ktio^ \\y^ y^o^^t 
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day for making this marmalade and that pre- 
serve ; and she would never lose h^r good 
looks for a moment when she was doing these 
things. With her little dusting-brush at her 
girdle, no eyes that knew anything would ever 
take her for aught but a lady. She was just 
the wife for Yorke Clayton. 

So Edith argued it in x her own bosom, 
adding other wondrous mistakes to that first 
mistake she had made. In thinking of it all 
she counted herself for nothing, and made 
believe that she was ugly in all eyes. She 
would not allow the man to see as his fancy 
led him ; and could not bring herself to think 
that if now the man should change his mind 
and offer his hand to Ada, it would be im- 
possible that Ada should accept it. Nor did 
she perceive that Ada had not suffered as she 
had suffered. 

" I wanted to catch you just for one mo- 
ment," said Yorke Clayton, running out so as 
to catch his prey. She had half wished to fly 
from him, and had half told herself that any 
.such flight was foolish. 

"What is it, Yorke V ^\i^ ^^\^. 
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"I think, — I do think that I have at last 
got Lax upon the hip/' 

" You are so bloody-minded about Lax." 
" What ! Are you going to turn round and 
be merciful?" He was her hero, and she 
certainly felt no mercy towards the murderer 
of her brother ; no mercy towards him who 
she now thought had planned all the injury 
done to her father ; no mercy towards him 
who had thrice fired at her beloved. This 
wretched man had struggled to get the blood 
of him who was all the world to her ; and 
had been urged on to his black deeds by no 
thought, by no feeling, that was not in itself 
as vile as hell ! Lax was to her a viper so 
noxious as to be beyond the pale of all mercy. 
To crush him beneath the heel of her boot, so 
as to make an end of him, as of any other 
poisonous animal, was the best mercy to all 
other human beings. But she had said the 
word at the spur of the moment, because she 
had been instigated by her feelings to gainsay 
her hero, and to contradict him, so that he 
might think that he was no hero of hers. 
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She looked at him for the moment, and said 
nothing, though he held her by the arm. *' If 
you say I am to spare him, I will spare him/' 

"No," she answered, "because of your 
duty." 

"Have I followed this man simply as a 
duty ? Have I lain awake thinking of it till 
I have given to the pursuit such an amount 
of energy as no duty can require ? Thrice he 
has endeavoured to kill me, firing at me in 
the dark, getting at me from behind hedges, 
as no one who has anything of the spirit of 
man in his bosom will do when he strives to 
destroy his enemy. All that has been nothing. 
I am a policeman in search of him, and am 
the natural enemy of a murderer. Of course 
in the ordinary way I would not have spared 
him ; but the ordinary way would have suf- 
ficed. Had he escaped me I could have 
laughed at all that. But he took that poor 
lad's life I " Here he looked sadly into her 
face, and she could see that there was a tear 
within his eye. "That was much, but that 
was not all. That lad was your brotk^Y^ tcm^ 



138 TEE LANDLEAGUEB8. 

whom you so dearly loved. He shot down the 
poor child before his father's face, simply be- 
cause he had said that he would tell the truth. 
When you wept, when you tore your hair, 
when you flung yourself in sorrow upon the 
body, I told myself that either he or I must 
die. And now you bid me be merciful." Then 
the big tears dropped down his cheeks, and he 
began to wail himself, — hardly like a man. 

And what did Edith do ? She stood and 
looked at him for a few moments ; then ex- 
tricated herself from the hold he still had of 
her, and flung herself into his arms. He put 
down his face and kissed her forehead and 
her cheeks; but she put up her mouth and 
kissed his lips. Not once or twice was that 
kiss given; but there they stood closely 
pressed to each other in a long embrace. 
" My hero," she said ; " my hero." It had all 
come at last, — the double triumph ; and there 
was, he felt, no happier man in all Ireland 
than he. He thought, at least, that the double 
battle had been now won. But even yet it 
waa not so. " Captain Clayton," she began. 
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'' Why Captain ? Why Clayton ? " 

'' My brother Yorke/' and she pressed both 
his hands in hers. " You can understand that 
I have been carried away by my feelings, to 
thank you as a sister may thank a brother." 

" I will not have it/' he exclaimed fiercely. 
"You are no sister, nor can I ever be your 
brother. ' You are my very own now, and for 
ever.'' And he rushed at her again as though 
to envelop her in his arms, and to crush her 
against his bosom. 

" No ! " she exclaimed, avoiding him with 
the activity of a young fawn ; ** not again. 
I had to beg your pardon, and it was so I 
did it." 

" Twenty times you have ofiended me, 
and twenty times you must repeat your 
forgiveness." 

''No, no, it must not be so. I was 
wrong to say that you TYere bloody-minded. 
I cannot tell why I said so. I would not 
for worlds have you altered in anything; — 
except," she said, ''in your love for me." 

''But have you told me nothing V 
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" I have called you my hero, — and so you 



are. 



" Nay, Edith, it is more than that It 
is not for me to remind you, but it is more 
than that." 

She stood there blushing before him, over 
her cheeks and up to her forehead ; but yet 
did not turn away her face. 

"How am I to tell you why it is more 
than that? You cannot tell me," she 
replied. 

'' But, Edith " 

" You cannot tell me. There are moments 
for some of us the feelings of which can 
never be whispered. You shall be my hero 
and my brother if you will ; or my hero 
and my friend ; or, if not that, my hero and 
my enemy." 

** Never!" 

" No, my enemy you cannot be ; for him 
who is about to revenge my brother's death 
no name less sweet than dearest friend will 
suffice. My hero and my dearest friend ! " 

Then she took him by the hand, and 
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turned away from the walk, and, escaping 
by a narrow path, was seen no more till she 
met him at dinner with her father and her 
brother and her sister. 

" By God I she shall be mine ! " said 
Clayton. " She must be mine ! " 

And then he went within, and, finding 
Hunter, read the details of the evidence for 
the trial of Mr. Lax in Dublin, as prepared 
by the proper officers in Galway city. 



CHAPTER XLL 

THE STATE OF IRELAND. 

It will be well that they who are interested 
only in the sensational incidents of our story 
to skip this chapter and go on to other parts 
of our tale which may be more in accordance 
with their taste. It is necessary that this 
one chapter shall be written in which the 
accidents that occurred in the lives of our 
three heroines shall be made subordinate to 
the political circumstances of the day. This 
chapter should have been introductory and 
initiative; but the facts as stated will suit 
better to the telling of my story if they be 
told here. There can be no doubt that Ireland 
has been and still is in a most precarious 
condition, that life has been altogether unsafe 
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there, and that property has been jeopardised 
in a degree unknown for many years in the 
British Islands. It is, I think, the general 
opinion that these evils have been occasioned 
by the influx into Ireland of a feeling which 
I will not call American, but which has been 
engendered in America by Irish jealousy, and 
warmed into hatred by distance from English 
rule. As far as politics are regarded, Ireland 
has been the vassal of England as Poland has 
been of those masters under which she has 
been made to serve. She was subjected to 
much ill-usage, and though she has readily 
accepted the language, the civilisation, and 
the customs of England, and has in fact 
grown rich by adopting them, the memories 
of former hardships have clung to her, and 
have made her ready to receive willingly 
the teachings of those whose only object it 
has been to undermine the prestige of the 
British Empire. In no respect has she more 
readily taken to her bosom English practices 
than in that of the letting and the hiring of 
land. In various countries, such as Italy, 
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Kussia, France, and the United States, 
systems have grown up different from that 
which has prevailed in England. "Whether 
the English system or any other may be the 
best is not now the question. But in answer- 
ing that question it is material to know that 
Ireland has accepted and, at any rate for 
two centuries, has followed that system. The 
landlord has been to his tenants a beneficent 
or, occasionally, a hard master, and the 
tenants have acknowledged themselves as 
dependent, generally with much affection, 
though not unfrequently with loud com- 
plaint. It has been the same in England. 
Questions of tenant-right, of leases, and of 
the cruelty of evictions have from time to 
time cropped up in Ireland. But rents were 
readily paid up to 1878 and 1879; though 
abatements were asked for, — as was the case 
also in England; and there were men ready 
to tell the Irish from time to time, since 
the days of O'Connell downwards, that they 
were ill-treated in being kept out of their 
" ould " properties by the rightful owners. 
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Then the American revolt, growing out 
of Smith O'Brien's logic and physical force, 
gave birth to Fenianism. The true Fenian 
I take to be one desirous of opposing British 
power, by using a fulcrum placed on American 
soil. Smith O'Brien's logic consisted in his 
assertion that if his country wished to hammer 
the British Crown, they could only do it 
by using hammers. Smith O'Brien achieved 
little beyond his own exile ; — but his words, 
acting upon his followers, produced Fenianism. 
That died away, but the spirit remained in 
America; and when English tenants began 
to clamour for temporary abatements in their 
rent, the clamours were heard on the other 
side of the water, and assisted the views of 
those American-Irish who had revivified 
Eibandism and had given birth to the cry 
of Home Kule. 

During the time that this was going on, 

a long unflagging series of beneficial Acts of 

Parliament, and of consequently ameliorated 

circumstances, had befallen the country. I 

was told the other day by an Irish Judge^ 
VOL. ni. ^ 
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whose name stands conspicuous among those 
who are .known for their wisdom and their 
patriotism, by a Koman Catholic Judge too, 
that in studying the latter laws of the two 
countries, the laws affecting England and 
Ireland in reference to each other, he knew 
no law by which England was specially 
favoured, though he knew various laws re- 
dounding to the benefit of Ireland. When 
the cry for some relief to suffering Ireland 
came up, at the time of the Duchess of 
Marlborough's Fund, it was alleged in proof 
of Ireland's poor condition that there was 
not work by which the labourers could earn 
wages. I have known Ireland for more than 
fortyyears,— say from 1842 to 1882. In 1842 
we paid five ' shillings a week for the entire 
work of a man. As far as I can learn, we 
now pay, on an average, nine shillings for 
the same. The question is not whether five 
shillings was sufl&cient, or whether nine be 
insufl&cient, but that the normal increase 
through the country has been and can be 
proved to be such as is here declared. 
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I will refer to the banks, which can now 
be found established in any little town, almost 
in any village, through the country. Fifty 
years ago they were very much rarer. Banks 
do not spring up without money to support 
them. The increase of wages, — and the banks 
also in an indirect manner, — have come from 
that decrease in the population which followed 
the potato famine of 1846. The famine and 
its results were terrible while they lasted; 
but they left behind them an amended state 
of things. When man has failed to rule the 
world rightly, God will step in, and will 
cause famines, and plagues, and pestilence — 
even poverty itself — ^with His own Eight 
Arm. But the cure was effected, and the 
country was on its road to a fair amount 
of prosperity, when the tocsin was sounded 
in America, and Home Kule became the cry. 

Ireland has lain as it were between two 
rich countries, England, her near neigh- 
bour, abounds in coal and iron, and has by 
means of these possessions become rich 
among the nations. America, very mxkak 
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the more distant, has by her unexampled 
agricultural resources put herself in the way 
to equal England. It is necessary, — necessary 
at any rate for England's safety, — that Ireland 
should belong to her. This is here stated 
as a fact, and I add my own opinion that 
it is equally necessary for Ireland's welfare. 
But on this subject there has arisen a feud 
which is now being fought out by all the 
weapons of rebellion on one side, and on 
the other by the force of a dominating 
Government, restrained, as it is found to 
be, by the self-imposed bonds of a demo- 
cratic legislature. But there is the feud, 
and the battle, and the roaring of the 
cannons is heard afar off. 

I now purpose to describe in a very few 
words the nature of the warfare. It may 
be said that the existence of Ireland as a 
province of England depends on the tenure 
of the land. If the land were to be taken 
altogether from the present owners, and 
divided in perpetuity among any possible 
number of tenants, so as to be the property 
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of each tenant, without payment of any- 
rent, all England's sense of justice would 

< 

be outraged, the English power of govern- 
ing would be destroyed, and all that could 
then be done by England would be to give 
a refuge to the present owners till the time 
should come for righting themselves, and 
they should be enabled to make some further 
attempt for the recovery of their posses- 
sions. This would probably arrive, if not 
sooner, from the annihilation of the new 
proprietors under the hands of their fellow- 
countrymen to whom none of the spoil had 
been awarded. But English statesmen, — a 
small portion, that is, of English states- 
men, — have wished in their philanthropy to 
devise some measure which might satisfy 
the present tenants of the -land, giving them 
a portion of the spoil ; and might leave 
the landlords contented, — not indeed with 
their lot, which they would feel to be one 
of cruel deprivation, but with the feeling 
that something had at any rate been left 
to them. A compromise would be tkua 
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eflFected between the two classes whose in- 
terests have always been opposed to each 
other since the world began, — ^between the 
owners of property and those who have 
owned none. 

The statesmen in question have now 
come into power by means of their philan- 
thropy, their undoubted genius, and great 
gifts of eloquence. They have almost talked 
the world out of its power of sober judg- 
ment. I hold that they have so succeeded 
in talking to the present House of Commons. 
And when the House of Commons has been 
so talked into any wise or foolish decision, 
the House of Lords and the whole legis- 
lating machinery of the country is bound 
to follow. 

But how should their compromises be 
effected ? It does not suit the present writer 
to name any individual statesman. He 
neither wishes to assist in raising a friend 
to the gods, or to lend his little aid in 
crushing an enemy. But to the Liberal 
statesmen of the day, men in speaking well 
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of whom — at a great distance — he has spent 
a long life, he is now bound to express 
himself as opposed. We all remember the 
manner after which the Coercion Bill of 
1881 was passed. The hoarse shrieks with 
which a score of Irish members ran out of 
the House crying "Privilege," when their 
voices had been stopped by the salutary 
but certainly unconstitutional word of the 
Speaker, is still ringing in our ears. Then 
the Government and the Irish score were at 
daggers-drawn with each other. To sit for 
thirty-six hours endeavouring to pass a clause 
was then held by all men to be an odious 
bondage. But when these clauses had thus 
roughly been made to be the law, the sugar- 
plum was to follow by which all Ireland was 
to be appeased. The second Bill of 1881 
was passed, which, with various additions, 
has given rise to Judge O'Hagan's Land 
Court. That, with its various sub-commis- 
sioners, is now engaged in settling at what 
rate land shall be let in Ireland. 

That Judge O'Hagan and his fellow co\5a^- 
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missioners are well qualified to perform their 
task, — as well qualified, that is, by kindness, 
by legal knowledge and general sagacity as 
any men can be, — I have heard no one deny. 
In the performance of most difficult duties 
they have hitherto encountered no censure. 
But they have, I think, been taxed to per- 
form duties beyond the reach of any mortal 
wisdom. They are expected to do that 
which all the world has hitherto failed in 
doing, — to do that against which the com- 
monest proverbs of ancient and modern 
wisdom have raised their voice. There is 
no proverb more common than that of 
^^ caveat emptor J* It is Judge O'Hagan's 
business to do for the poorer party in each 
bargain made between a landlord and a 
tenant that against which the above proverb 
warns him. The landlord has declared that 
the tenant shall not have the land unless 
he will pay £10 a year for it. The tenant 
agrees. Then comes Judge O'Hagan and 
tells the two contracting parties to take up 
their pens quickly and write down £8 as 
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the fair rent payable for the land. And it 
was with the object of doing this, of reducing 
every £10 by some percentage, twenty per 
cent, or otherwise, that this commission was 
appointed. The Government had taken upon 
itself to say that the greed of Irish land- 
lords had been too greedy, and the softness 
of Irish tenants too soft, and that therefore 
Parliament must interfere. Parliament has 
interfered, and £8 is to be written down for 
a term of years in lieu of £10, and the 
land is to become the possession of the 
tenant instead of the landlord as long as he 
may pay this reduced rent. In fact all the 
bonds which have bound the landlord to his 
land are to be annihilated. So also are the 
bonds which bind the tenant, who will sell 
the property so acquired when he shall have 
found that that for which he pays £8 per 
annum shall have become worth £10 in the 
market. 

It is useless to argue with the com- 
missioners, or with the Government, as to 
the inexpediency of such an attempt to altei: 
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the laws for governing the world, which have 
forced themselves on the world's acceptance. 
Many such attempts have been made to alter 
these laws. The Romans said that twelve per 
cent, should be the interest for money. A 
feeling long prevailed in England that legiti- 
mate interest should not exceed five per cent. 
It is now acknowledged that money is worth 
what it will fetch ; and the interests of the 
young, the foolish, and the reckless, who are 
tempted to .pay too much for it, are protected 
only by public opinion. The usurer is hated, 
and the hands of the honest men are against 
him. That suffices to give the borrower such 
protection as is needed. So it is with land- 
lords and tenants. Injury is no doubt done, 
and injustice is enabled to prevail here and 
there. But it is the lesser injury, the lesser 
injustice, which cannot be prevented in the 
long run by any attempt to escape the law 
of *' caveat emptor" 

It is, however, vain to talk to benevolent 
commissioners, or to a Government working 
by eloquence and guided by philanthropy. 
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regardless of political economy. "Would 
you have the heart/' asks the benevolent 
commissioner, " to evict the poor man from 
his small holding on which he has lived all 
his life, where his only sympathies lie, and 
send him abroad to a distant land, where his 
solitary tie will be that of labour?" The 
benevolent commissioner thus expresses with 
great talk and with something also of the 
eloquence of his employers the feeling which 
prevails on that side of the question. But 
that which he deprecates is just what I could 
do ; and having seen many Irishmen both in 
America and in Ireland, I know that the 
American Irishman is the happiest man of 
the two. He eats more ; and in much eating 
the happiness of mankind depends greatly. 
He is better clothed, better sheltered, and 
better instructed. Though his women wail 
when he departs, he sends home money to 
fetch them. This may be for the profit of 
America. There are many who think that it 
must therefore be to the injury of England. 
The question now is whether the pathetic 
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remonstrance of the tear-laden commissioner 
should be allowed to prevail. I say that 
the tenant who undertakes to pay for land 
that which the land will not enable him to 
pay had better go, — under whatever pressure. 
Let us see how many details, how many 
improbabilities, will have to be met before 
the benevolence of the commissioner can be 
made to prevail. The reductions made on the 
rent average something between twenty and 
twenty-five per cent. Let us take them at 
twenty. If a tenant has to be evicted for a 
demand of £10, will he be able to live in com- 
fort if he pay only £8 ? Shall one tenant live 
in comfort on a farm, the rent of which has 
been reduced him from £100 to £80, and 
another, the reduction having been from £20 
to £16? In either case, if a tenant shall 
do well with two children, how shall he do 
with six or eight ? A true teetotaller can 
certainly pay double the rent which may be 
extracted from a man who drinks. Shall the 
normal tenant earn wages beyond what he 
^ets from the land under his own tillage ? 
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Shall the idle man be made equal to the 
industrious, — or can this be done, or should 
it be done, by any philanthropy? States- 
men sitting together in a cabinet may resolve 
that they will set the world right by elo- 
quence and benevolence combined; but the 
practices to which the world have been 
brought by long experience will avail more 
than eloquence and benevolence. Statesmen 
may decree that land shall be let at a certain 
rate, and the decree will prevail for a time. 
It may prevail long enough to put out of 
gear the present aflfairs of the Irish world 
with which these statesmen will have tam- 
pered. But the long experience will come 
back, and bargains will again be made 
between man and man, though the inter- 
vening injuries will be heartbreaking. 

But the benevolence of the Government 
and its commissioners will not have gone far. 
The Land Law of 1881 has, as I now write, 
been at work for twelve months, and the 
results hitherto accomplished have been very 
small. It may be doubted whether a single 



{ 



158 THE LANBLEAGUEBS. 

reluctant tenant, — a single tenant who would 
have been unwilling to leave his holding, — 
has been preserved from American exile by- 
having his £10 or £20 or £30 of rent re- 
duced to £8 or £16 or £24. The commis- 
Bioners work slowly, having all the skill of 
the lawyers, on one side or the other, against 
them. It is piteous to see the hopelessness 
of three sub-commissioners in the midst of 
a crowd of Irish attorneys. And the law, 
as it exists at present, can be made to act 
only on holdings possessed by tenants for 
one year. And the skill of the lawyers is 
used in proving on the part of the land- 
lords that the land is held by firm leases, 
and cannot, therefore, be subjected to the 
law; and then by proving, on behalf of 
the tenants, that the existing leases are 
illegal, and should be broken. The possession 
of a lease, which used to be regarded as a 
safeguard and permanent blessing to the 
tenant, is now held to be cruelly detrimental 
to him, as preventing the lowering of his rent, 
and the immediate creation for him of a 
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tenancy for ever. It is not to be supposed 
that the sub-commissioners can walk over 
the land and straightway reduce the rents, 
though the lands would certainly be subject 
to such reduction did not the law interfere. 
In a majority of cases, — a majority as far 
as all Ireland is concerned, — a feeling of 
honesty does prevail between landlord and 
tenant, which makes them both willing to 
subject themselves to the new law without 
the interference of attorneys, and many are 
preparing themselves for such an arrange- 
ment. The landlord is willing to lose twenty 
per cent, in fear of something worse, and the 
tenant is willing to take it, hardly daring 
to hope for anything better. Such is the 
best condition which the law has ventured 
to anticipate. But in either case this is to 
be done as tempering the wind to the shorn 
lamb. The landlord is anxious* if possible 
to save for himself and those who may come 
after him something of the reality of his 
property, and the tenant feels that, though 
something of the nobility of property has 
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been promised to him by the Landleaguers, 
he may after all make the best bargain by 
so far submitting himself to his shorn landlord. 
But on estates where the commissioners 
are allowed their full swing, the whole nature 
of the property in the land will be altered. 
The present tenant, paying a tax of £8 per 
annum which will be subjected to no reduc- 
tion and on which no abatement can be 
made, in lieu of a £10 rent, will be the 
owner. The small man will be infinitely 
more subject to disturbance than at present, 
because the tax must be paid. The land- 
lord will feel no mercy for him, seeing that 
the bonds between them which demanded 
mercy have been abrogated. The extra £2 
or £4 or £6 will not enable the tenant to 
live the life of ease which he will have pro- 
mised himself. If his interest has been made 
to be worth* any thing, — and it will be worth 
something, seeing that it has been worth 
something, and is saleable under its present 
condition, — it will be sold, and the emigration 
will continue. There are cruel cases at 
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present. There will be cases not less cruel 
under the rSgime which the new law is 
expected to produce. But the new law will 
be felt to have been unjust as having tam- 
pered with the rights of property, and having 
demanded from the owners of property its 
sale or other terms than those of mutual 
contract. 

But the time selected for the measure 
was most inappropriate. If good in itself, 
it was bad at the time it was passed. Home 
Kule coming across to us from America had 
taken the guise of rebellion. I have met 
gentlemen who, as Home-Rulers, have simply 
desired to obtain for their country an increase 
of power in the management of their own 
aifairs. These men have been loyal and 
patriotic, and it might perhaps be well to 
meet their views. The Channel no doubt 
does make a difference between Liverpool 
and Dublin. But the latter-day Home-Kulers, 
of whom I speak, brought their politics, their 
aspirations, and their money from New York, 
and boldly made use of the means which 

VOL. UL ^^ 



162 TEE LANBLEAOUEBS. 

the British Constitution afforded them to 
upset the British Constitution as established 
in Ireland. That they should not succeed 
in doing this is the determination of all, at 
any rate on this side of the Channel. It is 
still, I believe, the desire of most thinking 
men on the Irish side. But parliamentary 
votes are not given only to thinking men; 
and consequently a body of members has 
appeared in the House, energetic and now 
well trained, who have resolved by the 
clamour of their voices to put an end to 
the British power of governing the country. 
These members are but a minority among 
those whom Ireland sends to Parliament ; 
but they have learned what a minority 
can effect by unbridled audacity. England 
is still writhing in her attempt to invent 
some mode of controlling them. But long 
before any such mode had been adopted, — 
had been adopted or even planned, — the 
Government in 1881 brought out their plan 
for securing to the tenants fair rents, fixity 
of tenure, and freedom of sale. 
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As to the first, it will, of course, be 
admitted by all men that rents should be 
fair, as also should be the price at which 
a horse is sold. It is, however, beyond 
the power of Parliament to settle the terms 
which shall be fair. " Caveat emptor " is 
the only rule by which fair rents may be 
reached. By fixity of tenure is meant such 
a holding of the land as shall enable the 
tenant to obtain an adequate return for 
his labour and his capital, and to this is 
added a romantic and consequently a most 
unjust idea that it may be well to settle 
this question on behalf of the tenant by 
granting him such a term as shall leave 
no doubt. Let him have the land for ever 
as long as he will pay a stipulated sum, 
which shall be considerably less than the 
landlord's demand. That idea I call romantic, 
and therefore unjust. But, even though the 
beauty of the romance be held sufiicient to 
atone for the injustice, this was not the 
poetical re- arrangement of all the circum- 
stances of land tenure in Ireland. Freedom 
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of sale is necessarily annexed to fixity of 
tenure. If a man is to have the possession 
of land in perpetuity, surely he should be 
allowed to sell it. Whether he be allowed 
or not, he will contrive to do so. Freedom 
of sale means, I take it, that the so-called 
landlord shall have no power of putting a 
veto on the transaction. We cannot here 
go into the whole question as it existed in 
Ulster before 1870 ; but the freedom of 
sale intended is such, I think, as I have 
defined it. 

Whether these concessions be good or 
bad, this was, at any rate, no time for grant- 
ing them. They seem to me to amount to 
wholesale confiscation. But supposing me 
to be wrong in that, can I be wrong in 
thinking that a period of declared rebellion 
is not a time for concessions? When the 
Land Bill was passed the Landleague was 
in full power ; boycotting had become the 
recognised weapon of an illegal association ; 
and the Home-Kulers of the day, — the party, 
that is, who represented the Landleague, 
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— were already in such possession of large 
portions of the country as to prevent the 
possibility of carrying out the laws. 

At this moment the Government brought 
forward its romantic theory as to the manipu- 
lation of land, and, before that theory was 
at work, commenced its benevolent intentions 
by locking up all those who were supposed 
to be guilty of an intention to carry out 
the Government project further than the 
Government would carry it out itself. It 
is held, as a rule, in politics that coercion 
and concession cannot be applied together. 
Ireland was in mutiny under the guidance 
of a mutinous party in the House of Commons, 
and at that moment a commission was put 
in operation, under which it was the intention 
of the Government to transfer the soil of the 
country at a reduced price to the very men 
among whom the mutineers are to be found. 
How do the tidings of such a commission 
operate upon the ears of Irishmen at large? 
He is told that under the fear of the Land- 
league his rent is to be reduced to an extent 
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which is left to his imagination; and then, 
that he is to be freed altogether from the 
incubus of a landlord ! He is, in fact, made 
to understand that his cherished Landleague 
has become all-powerfuL And yet he hears 
that odious men, whom he recognises only 
as tyrants, are filling the jails through the 
country with all his dearest friends. Demand- 
ing concessions, and the continued increase 
of them, and having learned the way to 
seize upon them when they are not given, 
he will not stand coercion. Abated rent 
soon becomes no rent. When it is left to 
the payer of the rent to decide on which 
system he will act, it is probable that the 
no-rent theory will prevail. 

So it was in 1882. Tenants were harassed 
by needy landlords, and when they were 
served with forms of ejectment the landlords 
were simply murdered, either in their own 
persons or in that of their servants. Men 
finding their power, and beginning to learn 
how much might be exacted from a yielding 
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Government, hardly knew how to moderate 
their aspirations. When they found that the 
expected results did not come at once, they 
resorted to revenge. Why should these tyrants 
keep them out from the good things which 
their American friends had promised them, 
and which were so close within their grasp ? 
And their anger turned not only against their 
landlords, but against those who might seem 
in any way to be fighting on the landlords' 
side. Did a neighbour occupy a field from 
which a Landleaguing tenant had been evicted, 
let the tails of that neighbour's cattle be cut 
off, or the legs broken of his beasts of burden, 
or his sheep have their throats cut. Or if the 
injured one have some scruples of conscience, 
let the oppressor simply be boycotted, and 
put out of all intercourse with his brother 
men. Let no well-intentioned Landleaofuinor 
neighbour buy from him a ton of hay, or sell 
to him a loaf of bread. 

But as a last resource, if all others fail, let 
the sinner be murdered. We all know, alas ! 
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in how many cases the sentence has been 
pronounced and the judgment given, and the 
punishment executed. 

Such have been the results of the Land 
Law passed in 1881. And under the curse so 
engendered the country is now labouring. It 
cannot be denied that the promoters of the 
Land Laws are weak, and that the disciples 
of the Landleague are strong. In order that 
the truth of this may be seen and made 
apparent, the present stoiy is told. 



CHAPTER XLII. 



LORD CASTLEWELL's FAREWELL, 



Poor Mr. O'Mahony had enemies on every 
side. There had come up lately a state of 
things which must be very common in political 
life. The hatreds which sound so real when 
you read the mere words, which look so true 
when you see their scornful attitudes, on 
which for the time you are inclined to pin 
your faith so implicitly, amount to nothing. 
The Eight Honourable A. has to do business 
with the Honourable B., and can best carry it 
on by loud expressions and strong arguments 
such as will be palatable to readers of news- 
papers ; but they do not hate each other as 
the readers of the papers hate them^ and bxa 
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ready enough to come to terms, if coming to 
terms is required. Each of them respects the 
other, though each of them is very careful to 
hide his respect. We can fancy that the Eight 
Honourable A. and the Honourable B. in their 
moments of confidential intercourse laugh in 
their joint sleeves at the antipathies of the 
public. In the present instance it was alleged 
that the Eight Honourable A. and the Honour- 
able B. had come to some truce together, and 
had ceased for a while to hit each other hard 
knocks. Such a truce was supposed to be a 
feather in the cap of the Honourable B., as he 
was leader of a poor party of no more than 
twenty; and the Eight Honourable A. had 
in this matter the whole House at his back. 
But for the nonce each had come ofi* his high 
horse, and for the moment there was peace 
between them. 

But Mr. O'Mahony would have no peace. He 
understood nothing of compromises. He really 
believed that the Eight Honourable gentleman 
was the fiend which the others had only called 
him. To him it was a compact with the very 
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devil. Now the leader of his party, knowing 
better what he was about, and understanding 
somewhat of the manner in which politics are 
at present carried on, felt himself embarrassed 
by the honesty of such a follower as Mr. 
O'Mahony. Mr. O'Mahony, when he was 
asked whether he wished to lead or was willing 
to serve, declared that he would neither lead 
nor serve. What he wanted was the *'good 
of Ireland." And he was sure that that was 
not to be obtained by friendship with Her 
Majesty's Government. This was in itself 
very well, but he was soon informed that it 
was not as a free-lance that he had been 
elected member for Cavan. " That is between 
me and my constituency," said Mr. O'Mahony, 
standing up with his head thrown back, and 
his right hand on his heart. But the con- 
stituency soon gave him to understand that 
he was not the man they had taken him 

to be. 

He, too, had begun to find that to spend 
his daughter's money in acting patriotism in 
the House of Commons was not a fine r6le, 
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in life. He earned nothing and he did nothing. 
Unless he could bind himself hand and foot 
to his party he had not even a spark of dele- 
gated power. He was not allowed to speak 
when he desired, and was called upon to sit 
upon those weary benches hour after hour, 
and night after night, only pretending to 
eflFect those things which he and his brother 
members knew could not be done. He was 
not allowed to be wrathful with true indigna- 
tion, not for a moment ; but he was expected 
to be ther.e from question time through the 
long watches of the night — taking, indeed, his 
turn for rest and food — always ready with 
some mock indignation by which his very soul 
was fretted; and no one paid him the slightest 
respect, though he was, indeed, by no means the 
least respectable of his party. He would have 
done true work had it been given him to do. 
But at the present moment his own party 
did not believe in him. There was no need 
at present for independent wrathful eloquence. 
There seldom is need in the House of Com- 
mons for independent eloquence. The few 
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men who have acquired for themselves 
at last the power of expressing it, not to 
empty benches, not amidst coughings and 
hootings, and loud conversation, have had 
to make their way to that point either by 
long efficient service or by great gifts of 
pachydermatousness. Mr. O'Mahony had 
never served anyone for an hour, and was 
as thin-skinned as a young girl ; and, though 
his daughter had handed him all her money, 
so that he might draw upon it as he pleased, 
he told himself, and told her also, that his 
doing so was mean. "You're welcome to 
every dollar, father, only it doesn't seem to 
make you happy/' 

" I should be happy to starve for the 
country, if starving would do anything." 

" I don't see that one ever does any good 
by starving as long as there is bread to 
eat. This isn't a romantic sort of thing, this 
payment of rents ; but we ought to try and 
find out what a man really owes." 

" No man owes a cent to any landlord on 
behalf of rent." 
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^* But how is a man to get the land ? " 
she said. "Over in our country a rough 
pioneering fellow goes and buys it, and then 
he sells it, and of course the man who buys 
it hasn't to pay rent. But I cannot see how 
any fellow here can have a right to the land 
for nothing." Then Mr. O'Mahony reminded 
his daughter that she was ill and should not 
exert herself. 

It was now far advanced in May, and 
Mr. O'Mahony had resolved to make one 
crushing eloquent speech in the House of 
Commons and then to retire to the United 
States. But he had abeady learned that even 
this could not be effected without the over- 
coming of many difficulties. In himself, in 
his eloquence, in the supply of words, he 
trusted altogether ; but there was the oppor- 
tunity to be bought, and the Speaker's eye 
to be found, — he regarded this Speaker's eye 
as the most false of all luminaries, — and the 
empty benches to be encountered, and then 
drowsy reporters to be stirred ; up and then 
on the next morning, — if any next morning 
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should come for such a report, — ^there would 
not be a tithe of what he had spoken to be 
read by any man, and, in truth, very little 
of what he could speak would be worthy of 
reading. His words would be honest and 
indignant and fine-sounding, but the hearer 
would be sure to say, '* What a fool is that 
Mr. O'Mahony 1 " At any rate, he understood 
so much of all this that he was determined to 
accept the Chiltern Hundreds and flee away 
as soon as his speech should be made. 

It was far advanced in May, and poor 
Eachel was still very ill. She was so ill 
that all hope had abandoned her either as 
to her profession or as to either of her 
lovers. But there was some spirit in her 
still, as when she would discuss with her 
father her future projects. **Let me go 
back,'! she said, " and sing little songs for 
children in that milder climate. The climate 
is mild down in the South, and there I may, 
perhaps, find some fragment of my voice." 
But he who was becoming so despondent 
both for himself and for his country, still 
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had hopes as to his daughter. Her engage- 
ment with Lord Castlewell was not even yet 
broken. Lord Castlewell had gone out of 
town at a most unusual period, — at a time 
when the theatres always knew him, and 
had been away on the exact day which had 
been fixed for their marriage. Kachel had 
done all that lay in herself to disturb the 
marriage, but Lord Castlewell had held to 
it, urged by feelings which he had found it 
difficult to analyse. Kachel had in her sick- 
ness determined to have done with him 
altogether, but latterly she had had no 
communication with him. She had spoken 
of him to her father as though he were a 
being simply to be forgotten. *' He has 
gone away, and, as far as he is concerned, 
there is an end of me. It could not have 
finished better." But her mind still referred 
to Frank Jones, and from him she had re- 
ceived hardly a word of love. • Further words 
of love she could not send him. During 
her illness many letters, or little notes rather, 
had been written to Castle Morony on her 
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behalf by her father, and to these there 
had come replies. Frank was so anxious to 
hear of her well-doing. Frank had not 
cared so much for her voice as for her general 
health. Frank was so sorry to hear of her 
weakness. It had all been read to her, but 
as it had been read she had only shaken her 
head; and her father had not carried the 
dream on any further. To his thinking she 
was still engaged to the lord, and it would 
be better for her that she should marry the 
lord. The lord no doubt was a fool, and 
filled the most foolish place in the world, — 
that of a silly faineant earl. But he would 
do no harm to his daughter, and the girl 
would learn to like the kind of life which 
would be hers. At present she was very, 
very ill, but still there was hope for 
recovery. 

By the treasury of the theatre she had 
been treated munificently. Her engagement 
had been almost up to the day fixed for her 
marriage, and the money which would have 
become due to her under it had been paid 

VOL. III. ^ 
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in fulL She had sent back the latter pay- 
ments, but they had been returned to her 
with the affectionate respects of the managers. 
Since she had put her foot upon these boards 
she had found herself to be popular with 
all around her. That, she had told herself, 
had been due to the lord who was to become 
her husband. But Eachel had become, and 
was likely to become, the means of earning 
money for them, and they were grateful. To 
tell the truth, Lord Castle well had had 
nothing to do with it. 

But gradually there came upon them the 
conviction that her voice was gone, and then 
the payment of the money ceased. She, and 
the doctor, and her father, had discussed it 
together, and they had agreed to settle that 
it must be so. 

" Yes," said the girl, smiling, " it is bitter. 
All my hopes ! And such hopes 1 It is as 
though I were dead, and yet were left alive. 
If it had been small-pox, or anything in that 
way, I could have borne it. But this thing, 
this terrible misfortune 1 " 
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Tben she laughed, and then burst out 
sobbing with loud tears, and hid her face. 

" You will be married, and still be happy," 
said the doctor. 

" Married ! Kubbish 1 So much you know 
about it. Am I ever to get strong in my 
limbs again, so as to be able to cross the 
water and go back to my own country ? " 

Here the doctor assured her that she would 
be able to go back to her own country, if it 
were needed. 

*' Father," she said, as soon as the doctor 
had left her, " let there be an end to all this 
about Lord Castlewell. I will not marry 
him." 

"But, my dear!" 

"I will not marry him. There are two 
reasons why I should not. I do not love 
him, and he does not love me. There are 
two other reasons. I do not want to marry 
him, and he does not want to marry me." 

"But he says he does." 

" That is his goodness. He is very good. 
I do not know why a man should be so good 

K 2 



180 THE LANDLEAGUEE8. 

who has had so bad a bringing up. Think 
of me, — how good I ought to be, as compared 
with him. I haven't done anything naughty 
in all my life worse than tear my frock, or 
scold poor Frank ; and yet I find it harder 
to give him up, merely because of the 
grandeur, than he does to marry me, the poor 
singing girl, who can never sing again. No ! 
My good looks are gone, such as they were. 
I can feel it, even with my fingers. You 
had better take me back to the States at 
once.'' 

** Good-bye, Rachel," said the lord, coming 
into her room the day but one after this. 
Her father was not with her, as she had 
elected to be alone when she would bid 
her adieu to her intended husband. 

" This is very good of you to come to me." 

"Of course I came." 

"Because you were good. You need not 
have come unless you had wished it. I had 
so spoken to you as to justify you in staying 
away. My voice is gone, and I can only 
5gueak at you in this broken treble.'^ 
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*'Your voice would not have mattered 
at all." 

"Ah, but it has mattered to me. What 
made you want to marry me ? " 

"Your beauty quite as much as your 
voice/' said the lord. 

"And that has gone too. Everything 
I had has gone. It is melancholy ! No, 
my lord," she said, interrupting him when 
he attempted to contradict her, "there is 
not a word more to be said about it. Voice 
and beauty, such as it was, and the little 
wit, are all gone. I did believe in my voice 
myself, and therefore I felt myself fitting 
to marry you. I could have left a name 
behind me if my voice had remained. But, 
in truth, my lord, it was not fitting. I did 
not love you." 

" That, indeed ! " 

" As far as I, know myself, I did not 
love you. You have heard me speak of 
Frank Jones, — a man who can only wear 
two clean shirts a week because he has been 
so boycotted by those wretched Irish aa tok 
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be able to afford no more. I would take 
him with one shirt to-morrow, if I could get 
him. One does not know why one loves 
a person. Of course he's handsome, and 
strong, and brave. I don't think that has 
done it, but I just got the fancy into my 
head, and there it is still. And he with 
his two shirts, working every day himself 
with his own hands to earn something for 
his father, would not marry me because I 
was a singing girl and took wages. He 
would not have another shirt to be washed 
with my money. Oh, that the chance were 
given to me to go and wash it for him with 
my own hands I " 

Lord Castlewell sat through the interview 
somewhat distraught, as well he might be; 
but when it was over, and he had taken 
his leave and kissed her forehead, as he 
went home in his cab, he told himself that 
he had got through that little adventure very 
Ivell. 



CHAPTER XLIII. 

MR. MOSS IS FINALLY ANSWERED. 

Some days after the scene last recorded 
Kachel was sitting in her bedroom, partly 
dressed, but she was, as she was wont to 
declare to her father, as weak as a cat with 
only one life. She had in the morning gone 
through a good deal of work. She had in 
the first place counted her money. She 
had something over £600 at the bank, and 
she had always supplied her father with what 
he had wanted. She had told her future 
husband that she must sing one month in 
the year so as to earn what would be neces- 
sary for the support of the Member of 
Parliament, and singularly enough her father 
had yielded. But now the six hundred and 
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odd pounds was all that was left to take 
them both back to the United States. *•' I 
think I shall be able to lecture there," Mr. 
O'Mahony had said. " Wait till I express 
my opinion about queens, and lords, and 
the Speaker! I think I shall be able to 
say a word or two about the Speaker ! — and 
the Chairman of Committees. A poor little 
creature who can hardly say bo to a goose 
unless he had got all the men to back him. 
I don't want to abuse the Queen, because I 
believe she does her work like a lady ; but 
if I don't lay it on hot on the Speaker of 
the British House of Commons, my name 
is not Gerald O'Mahony." 

"You forget your old enemy, the 
Secretary." 

*' Him we used to call Buckshot ? Tm 
not so sure about him. At any rate he has 
had a downfall. When a man's had a down- 
fall I don't care about lecturing against him. 
But I don't think it probable that the Speaker 
will have a downfall, and then I can have 
my fling." 
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Eachel had dismissed her brougham, and 
she had written to Edith Jones. That, no 
doubt, had been the greatest effort of the 
morning. We need not give here the body 
of her letter, but it may be understood that 
she simply declared at length the nature of 
the prospect before her. There was not a 
word of Frank Jones in it. She had done 
that before, and Frank Jones had not 
responded. She intended to go with her 
father direct from Liverpool to New York, 
and her letter was full chiefly of affectionate 
farewells. To Edith and to Ada and to their 
father there were a thousand written kisses 
sent. But there was not a kiss for Frank. 
There was not a word for Frank, so that 
any reader of the letter, knowing there was 
a Frank in the family, would have missed 
the mention of him, and asked why it was 
so. It was very, very bitter to poor Eachel 
this writing to Morony Castle without an 
allusion to the man; but, as she had said, 
he had been right not to come and live 
on her wages, and he certainly was right 
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not to say a word as to their loss, when 
neither of them had wages on which to live. 
It would have suited in the United States, 
but she knew that it would not suit here 
in the old country, and therefore when the 
letter was written she was sitting worn- 
out, jaded and unhappy in her own bed-room. 
The lodging was still in Cecil Street, from 
which spot she and her father had determined 
not to move themselves tUl after the marriage, 
and had now resolved to remain there till 
Each el should be well enough for her journey 
to New York. As she sat there the servant, 
whom in her later richer days she had taken 
to herself, came to her and announced a 
visitor. Mr. Moss was in the sitting-room. 
" Mr. Moss here ! " The girl declared that 
he was in the sitting-room, and in answer 
to further inquiries alleged that he was alone. 
How he had got there the girl could not 
say. Probably somebody had received a small 
bribe. Mr. O'Mahony was not iD,-^nor was 
anybody in. Kachel told the girl to be ready 
when she was ready to accompany her into 
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the parlour, and thus resolving that she 
would see Mr. Moss she sent him a message 
to this eflfect. Then she went to work and 
perfected her dressing very slowly. 

When she had completed the work she 
altered her purpose, and determined that 
she would see Mr. Moss alone. "You be 
in the little room close at hand," she said, 
"and have the door ajar, so that you can 
come to me if I calL I have no reason to 
suspect this man, and yet I do suspect 
him." So saying, she put on her best 
manners, as it might be those she had learned 
from the earl when he was to be her husband, 
and walked into the room. She had often 
told herself, since the old days, as she had 
now told the maid, that no real ground for 
suspicion existed; and yet she knew that she 
did suspect the man. 

Kachel was pale and wan, and moved very 
slowly as though with haughty gesture. Mr. 
Moss, no doubt, had reason for knowing that 
the marriage with Lord Castlewell was at an 
end. The story had been told about among 
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the theatres. Lord Castlewell did not mean 
to marry Miss O'Mahony ; or else the other 
and stranger story, Miss O'Mahony did not 
mean to marry Lord Castlewell. Though few 
believed that story, it was often told. Thea- 
trical people generally told it to one another 
as a poetical tale. The young lady had lost her 
voice and her beauty. The young lady was look- 
ing very old and could never sing again. It 
was absolutely impossible that in such cir- 
cumstances she should decline to marry the 
lord if he were willing. But it was more 
than probable that he should decline to marry 
her. The theatrical world had been much 
astonished by Lord Castleweirs folly, and 
now rejoiced generally over his escape. But 
that he should still want to marry the young 
lady, and that she should refuse, — that was 
quite impossible. 

But Mr. Moss was somewhat different from 
the theatrical world in general. He kept him- 
self to himself, and kept his opinion very 
much in the dark. Madame Socani spoke to 
him often about Rachel, and expressed her 
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loud opinion that Lord Gastlewell had never 
been in earnest. And she was of opinion 
that Kachel's voice had never had any staying 
property. Madame Socani had once belittled 
KacheFs voice, and now her triumph was very 
great. In answer to all this Mr. Moss almost 
said nothing. Once he did turn round and 
curse the woman violently, but that was all. 
Then, when the news had, he thought, been 
made certain, either in one direction or the 
other, he came and called on the young 
lady. 

" Well, Mr. Moss,'* said the young lady, 
with a smile that was intended to be most 
contemptible and gracious. 

" I have been so extremely sorry to 
hear of your illness, my dear young lady." 

Her grandeur departed from her all at 
once. To be called this man's " dear young 
lady" was insufferable. And grandeur did 
not come easily to her, though wit and 
sarcasm did. 

" Your dear young lady, as you please 
to call her, has had a bad time of it." 
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" In memory of the old days I called you 
so, Miss O'Mahony. You and I used to be 
thrown much together." 

" You and I will never be thrown together 
again, as my singing is all over." 

" It may be so and it may not." 

*' It is over, at any rate as far as 
the London theatres go, — as far as you and 

I go." 

" I hope not " 

"I tell you it is. I am going back to 
New York at once, and do not think I shall 
sing another note as long as I live. I'm 
going to learn to cook dishes for papa, and 
we mean to settle down together." 

" I hope not," he repeated. 

" Very well ; but at any rate I must say 
good-bye to you. I am very weak, and cannot 
do much in the talking line." 

Then she got up and stood before him, 
as though determined to wish him good- 
bye. She was in truth weak, but she was 
minded to stand there till he should have 
gone. 
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*VMy dear Miss O'Mahony, if you would 
sit down for a moment, I have a proposition 
to make to you. I think that it is one to 
which you may be induced to listen." 

Then she did sit down, knowing that she 
would want the strength which rest would 
give her. The conversation with Mr. Moss 
might probably be prolonged. He also sat 
down at a little distance, and held his shining 
new hat dangling between his knees. It was 
part of her quarrel with him that he had always 
on a new hat. 

"Your marriage with Lord Castlewell, I 
believe, is off." 

"Just so." 

" And also your marriage with Mr. Jones ? " 

*'No doubt. All my marriages are off. 
I don't mean to be married at all. I tell 
you I'm going home to keep house for my 
father." 

'^Keep house for me," said Mr. Moss. 

" I would rather keep house for the 
devil," said Kachel, rising from her chair in 
wrath* 
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" Vy ? — ^vy ? " — Mr. Moss was reduced by 
his eagerness and enthusiasm to his primitive 
mode of speaking — " Vat is it that you shall 
want of a man but that* he shall love you 
truly ? I come here ready to marry you, and 
to take my chance in all things. You say 
your voice is gone. I am here ready to take 
the risk. Lord Castle well will not have you, 
but I will take you." Now he had risen from 
his chair, and was standing close to her ; but 
she was so surprised at his manner and at 
his words that she did not answer him at all. 
"That lord cared for you not at all, but I 
care. That Mr. Jones, who was to have 
been your husband, he is gone ; but I am 
not gone. Mr. Jones ! " then he threw into 
his voice a tone of insufferable contempt. 

This Eachel could not stand. 

^'You shall not talk to me about Mr. 
Jones." 

"I talk to you as a man who means 
vat he is saying. I will marry you to- 
morrow." 

" I would sooner throw myself into that 
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river," she said, pointing down to the 
Thames. 

" You have nothing, if I understand right, 
— ^nothing 1 You have had a run for a few 
months, and have spent all your money. I 
have got £10,000 ! You have lost your 
voice, — I have got mine. You have no 
theatre, — I have one of my own. I am 
ready to take a house and furnish it just as 
you please. You are living here in these 
poor, wretched lodgings. Why do I do that V* 
And he put up both his hands. 

" You never will do it," said Kachel. 

"Because I love you." Then he threw 
away his new hat, and fell on his knees be- 
fore her. '* I will risk it all, — because I love 
you 1 If your voice comes back, — well ! If 
it do not come back, you will be my wife, 
and I shall do my best to keep you like a 
lady." 

Here Eachel leant back in her chair, and 
shut her eyes. In truth she was weak, and 
was hardly able to carry on the battle after 
her old fashion. And she had to bethink her- 

YOL. ni. o 
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self whether the man was making this offer 
in true faith. If so, there was something noble 
in it ; and, though she still hated the man, 
as a woman may hate her lover, she would 
in such case be bound not to insult him more 
than she could help. A softer feeling than 
usual came upon her, and she felt that he 
would be sufficiently punished if she could 
turn him. instantly out of the room. She did 
not now feel disposed ** to stick a knife into 
him," as she had told her father when de- 
scribing Mr. Moss. But he was at her knees 
and the whole thing was abominable. 

"Eachel, say the word, and be mine at 
once." 

''You do not understand how I hate you I" 
she exclaimed. 

*' Kachel, come to my arms ! " 

Then he got up, as though to clasp the 
girl in his embrace. She ran from him, and 
immediately called the girl whom she had 
desired to remain in the next room with the 
door open. But the door was not open, and 
the girl, though she was in the room, did not 
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answer. Probably the bribe which Mr. Moss 
had given was to her feeling rather larger than 
ordinary. 

" My darling, my charmer, my own one, 
come to my arms ! " 

And he did succeed in getting his hand 
round on to Kachel's waist, and getting his 
lips close to her head. She did save her face 
so that Mr. Moss could not kiss her, but she 
was knocked into a heap by his violence, and 
by her own weakness. He still had hold of 
her as she rose to her feet, and, though he 
had become acquainted with her weapon be- 
fore, he certainly did not fear it now. A sick 
woman, who had just come from her bed, was 
not likely to have a dagger with her. When 
she got up she was still more in his power. 
She was astray, scrambling here and there, so 
as to be forced to guard against her own awk- 
wardness. Whatever may be the position in 
which a woman may find herself, whatever 
battle she may have to carry on, she has first 
to protect herself from unseemly attitudes. 
Before she could do anything she had €c5.^ 
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to stand upon her legs, and gather her dress 
around her. 

" My own one, my life, come to me ! " he 
exclaimed, again attempting to get her into 
his embrace. 

But he had the knife stuck into him. She 
had known that he would do it, and now he 
had done it. 

'•'You fool, you," she said; "it has been 
your own doing." 

He fell on the sofa, and clasped his side, 
where the weapon had struck him. She rang 
the bell violently, and, when the girl came, 
desired her to go at once for a surgeon. Then 
she fainted. 

** I never was such a fool as to faint be- 
fore," she told Frank afterwards, " I never 
counted on fainting. If a girl faints, of course 
she loses all her chance. It was because I was 
'ill. But poor Mr. Moss had the worst of it." 

Kachel, from the moment in which she 
fainted, never saw Mr. Moss any more. Madame 
Socani came to visit her, and told her father, 
when she failed to see her, that Mr. Moss had 
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only three days to live. Kachel was again iu 
bed, and could only lift up her hands in 
despair. But to her father, and to Frank 
Jones, she spoke with something like good 
humour. 

" I knew it would come," she said to her 
father. '^ There was something about his eye 
which told me that an attempt would be 
made. He would not believe of a woman 
that she could have a will of her own. By 
treating her like an animal he thought he 
would have his own way. I don't imagine 
he will treat me in that way again." And 
then she spoke of him to Frank. " I suppose 
he does like me ? " 

'^ He likes your singing, — at so much a 
month ." 

'^That's all done now. At any rate, he 
cannot but know that it is an extreme chance. 
He must fancy that he really likes me. A 
man has to be forgiven a good deal for that. 
But a man must be made to understand that 
if a woman won't have him, she won't ! I 
think Mr. Moss understands it now." 



CHAPTEK XLIV. 

FRANK JONES COMES BACK AGAIN. 

These last words had been spoken after the 
coming of Frank Jones, but something has 
to be said of the manner of his coming, 
and of the reasons which brought him, and 
something also which occurred before he 
came. It could not be that Mr. Moss should 
be wounded after so desperate a fashion and 
that not a word should be said about it. 

Of what happened at the time of the 
wounding Kachel knew nothing. She had 
been very brave and high in courage till 
the thing was done, but as soon as it was 
done she sent for the servant and fainted 
away. She knew nothing of what had 



FRANK JONES GOMES BAOK AGAIN. 199 

occurred till she had been removed out of 
the room on one side, and he on the other. 
She did not hear, therefore, of the suggestion 
made by Mr. Moss that some vital part of 
him had been reached. 

He did bleed profusely, but under the 
aid of the doctor and Mr. O'Mahony, who 
was soon on the scene, he recovered himself 
more quickly than poor Kachel, who was 
indeed somewhat neglected till the hero of 
the tragedy had been sent away. He behaved 
with sufficient courage at last, though he 
had begun by declaring that his days were 
numbered. At any rate he had said when 
he found the power of ordinary speech, 
'^ Don't let a word be whispered about it 
to Miss O'Mahony ; she isn't like other people." 
Then he was taken back to his private lodging, 
and confided to the care of Madame Socani, 
where we will for the present leave him. 
Soon after the occurrence, — a day or two 
after it, — Frank Jones appeared suddenly on 
the scene. Of course it appeared that he 
had come to mourn the probable death of 
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Mr. Moss. But lie had in truth heard nothing 
of the fatal encounter till he had arrived 
in Cecil Street, and then could hardly make 
out what had occurred amidst the confused 
utterances. 

" Frank Jones ! " she exclaimed, ^* Father, 
what has brought him here ? " and she 
blushed up over her face and head to the 
very roots of her hair. " Come up, of course 
he must come up. When a man has come 
all the way from Castle Morony he must 
be allowed to come up. Why should you 
wish to keep him down in the area ? " Then 
Frank Jones soon made his appearance within 
the chamber. 

It was midsummer, and Kachel occupied 
a room in the lowest house in the street, 
looking right away upon the river, and her 
easy-chair had been brought up to the window 
at which she sat, and looked out on the tide of 
river life as it flowed by. She was covered at 
present with a dressing gown, as sweet and 
fresh as the morning air. On her head she 
wore a small net of the finest golden filigree, 
and her tiny feet were thrust into a pair 
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of bright blue slippers bordered with swans- 
down. " Am I to come back ? " her obedient 
father had asked. But he had been told 
not to come back, not quite at present. 
" It is not that I want your absence," she 
had said, " but he may. He can tell me 
with less hesitation that he is going to set 
up a pig -killing establishment in South 
Australia than he could probably you and 
me together." So the father simply slapped 
him on the back, and bade him walk upstairs 
till he would find No. 15 on the second 
landing. " Of course you have heard," he 
said, as Frank was going, " of what she has 
been and done to Mahomet M. Moss ? " 

" Not a word," said Frank. " What has • 
she done ? " 

" Plunged a dagger into him," said Mr. 
O'Mahony, — in a manner which showed to 
Frank that he was not much afraid of the 
consequences of the accident. "You go up 
and no doubt she will tell you all about it." 
Then Frank went up, and was soon admitted 
into Eachel's room. 

" Oh, Frank ! " she said, " how are you ? 
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What on earth has brought you here?" 
Then he at once began to ask questions 
about poor Moss, and Kachel of course to 
answer them. "Well, yes; how was I to 
help it? I told him from the time that I 
was a little girl, long before I knew you, 
that something of this kind would occur if 
he would not behave himself." 

"And he didn't?" asked Frank, with 
some little pardonable curiosity. 

"No, he did not. Whether he wanted 
me or my voice, thinking that it would come 
back again, I cannot tell, but he did want 
something. There was a woman who brought 
messages from him, and even she wanted 
something. Then his ideas ran higher." 

"He meant to marry you," said Frank. 

" I suppose he did,— at last. I am very 
much obliged to him, but it did not suit. 
Then, — to make a short story of it, Frank, I 
will tell you the whole truth. He took 
hold of me. I cannot bear to be taken hold 
of; you know that yourself." 

He could only remember how often he 
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had sat with her down among the willows 
at the lake side with his arm round her 
waist, and she had never seemed to be im- 
patient under the operation* 

**And thouo^h he has such a beautiful 

o 

shiny hat he is horribly awkward. He nearly 
knocked me down and fell on me, by way 
of embracing me." 

Frank thought that he had never been 
driven to such straits as that 

"To be knocked down and trampled on 

by a beast like that ! There are circumstances 

in which a girl must protect herself, when 

other circumstances have brought her into 

danger. In those days — ^yesterday, that is, 

or a week ago — I was a poor singing girl. I 

was at every man's disposal, and had to look 

after myself. There are so many white bears 

about, ready to eat you, if you do not look 

after yourself. He tried to eat me, and he 

was wounded. You do not blame me, Frank." 

" No, indeed ; not for that." 

" What do you blame me for ? " 

** I cannot think you right," he answered 
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with almost majestic sternness, "to have 
accepted the offer of Lord Castle well." 

"You blame me for that." 

He nodded his head at her. 

" What would you have had me do "? " 

"Marry a man when you love him, but 
not when you don't." 

" Oh, Frank ! I couldn't. How was I to 
marry a man when I loved him, — I who had 
been so treated ? But, sir," she said, remem- 
bering herself, "you have no right to say I 
did not love Lord Castlewell. You have no 
business to inquire into that matter. Nobody 
blames you, or can, or shall, in that affair, — 
not in my hearing. You behaved as gentle- 
men do behave ; gentlemen who cannot act 

otherwise, because it is born in their bones 

• 

and their flesh. I — I have not behaved quite 
so well. Open confession is good for the soul. 
Frank, I have not behaved quite so well. 
You may inquire about it. I did not love 
Lord Castlewell, and I told him so. He came 
to me when my singing was all gone, and 
generously renewed his offer. Had I not 
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known that in his heart of hearts he did not 
wish it, — that the two things were gone for 
which he had wooed me, — my voice, which was 
grand, and my prettiness, which was but a 
little thing, I should have taken his second 
offer, because it would be well to let him have 
what he wanted. It was not so ; and therefore 
I sent him away, well pleased." 

'* But why did you accept him ? " 

" Oh, Frank ! do not be too hard. How 
am I to tell you — you, of all men, what my 
reasons were? I was alone in the world; 
alone with such dangers before me as that 
which Mr. Moss brought with him. And 
then my profession had become a reality, and 
this lord would assist me. Do all the girls 
refuse the lords who come and ask them ? " 

Then he stood close over her, and shook 
his head. 

"But I should have done so," she con- 
tinued after a pause. "I recognise it now; 
and let there be an end of it. There is a 
something which does make a woman unfit 
for matrimonv." And the tears coursed them- 
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selves down her wan cheeks. "Now it has 
all been said that need be said, and let there 
be an end of it. I have talked too much about 
myself. What has brought you to London ?" 

"Just a young woman/' he whispered slowly. 

A pang shot through her heart ; and yet 
not quite a pang, for with it there was a rush 
of joy, which was not, however, perfect joy, 
because she felt that it must be disappointed. 

"Bother your young woman," she said; 
" who cares for your young woman ! How are 
you going on in Gal way ? " 

" Sadly enough, to tell the truth." 

" No rents ? " 

He shook his head. 

" Nothing but murders and floods ?" 

"The same damnable old story running on 
from day to day." 

" And have the girls no servants yet ?" 

" Not a servant ; except old Peter, who is 
not quite as faithful as he should be." 

" And, — and what about that valiant gay 
young gentleman, Captain Clayton ? " 

" Everything goes amiss in love as well as 
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war," said Frank. "Between the three of 
them, I hardly know what they want." 

" I think I know." 

" Very likely. Everything goes so astray 
with all of us, so that the wanting it is suffi- 
cient reason for not getting it." 

" Is that all you have come to tell me ? " 

" I suppose it is." 

" Then you might have stayed away.'* 

"I may as well go, perhaps." 

" Go ? no 1 I am not so fall of new friends 
that I can afford to throw away my old like 
that. Of course you may not go, as you call 
it! Do you suppose I do not care to hear 
about those girls whom I love, — pretty nearly 
with all my heart ? Why don't you tell me 
about them, and your father? You come 
here, but you talk of nothing but going. You 
ain't half nice." 

" Can I come in yet?" This belonged to 
a voice behind the door, which was the 
property of Mr. O'Mahony. 

" Not quite yet, father. Mr. Jones is 
telling me about them all at Morony Castle." 
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"I should have thought I might have 
heard that," said Mr. O'Mahony. 

*' The girls have special messages to send," 
said Kachel. 

" I'll come back in another ten minutes," 
said Mr. O'Mahony. " I shall not wait longer 
than that." 

" Only their love," said Frank ; upon which 
Kachel looked as though she thought that 
Frank Jones was certainly an ass. 

" Of course I want to hear their love," said 
Eachel. ** Dear Ada, and dear Edith ! Why 
don't you tell me their love ? " 

" My poor sick girl," he said, laying his 
hand upon her shoulder, and looking into her 
eyes. 

" Never mind my sickness. I know I am 
as thin and as wan as an ogre. Nevertheless, 
I care for their love." 

" Kachel, do you care for mine ? " 

" I haven't got it ! Oh, Frank, why don't 
you speak to me ? You have spoken a word, 
just a word, and all the blood is coming back 
to my veins already." 
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" Dearest, dearest, dearest Kachel." 

"Now you have spoken; now you have 
told me of your sisters and your father. Now 
I know it all ! Now my father may come in." 

*' Do you love me, then ? " 

" Love you 1 That question you know to 
be unnecessary. Love you ! Why I spend 
every day and every night in loving you ! 
But, Frank, you wouldn't have me when I was 
going to be rich. I ought not to have you now 
that I am to be poor." But by this time she 
was in his arms and he was kissing her, till, as 
she had said, the blood was once again running 
in her veins. " Oh, Frank, what a tjrant you 
are ! Did I not tell you to let poor father come 
into the room? You have said everything 
now. There cannot be another word to say. 
Frank, Frank, Frank ! I have found it out at 
last. I cannot live without you." 

" But how are you to live with me ? There 
is no money." 

" Bother money. Wealth is sordid. Wash- 
ing stockings over a tub is the only life for me, 

— so long as I have you to come back to me." 
VOL. in. "^ 
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And your health ? " 

I tell you it is done. I was merely sick 
of the Jones complaint. Oh, heavene ! how I 
can hate people, and how I can love them ! " 
Then she threw herself on the sofa, absolutely 
worn out by the violence of her emotions. 

Mr. O'Mahony was commissioned, and sat 
down by his girl's side to comfort her. But 
she wanted no comforting. **So you and 
Frank have made it up, have you?" said 
Mr. O'Mahony. 

"We have never quarrelled so far as I am 
Concerned," said Frank. " The moment I heard 
Lord Castlewell was dismissed, I came back." 

" Yes," said she, raising herself half up on 
the sofa. "Do you know his story, father? 
It is rather a nice story for a girl to hear of 
her own lover, and to feel that it is true. 
When I was about to make I don't know how 
many thousand dollars a year by my singing, 
he would not come and take his share of it. 
Then I have to think of my own disgrace. 
But it enhances his glory. Because he was 
gone, I brought myself to accept this lord." 
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"Now, Rachel, you shall not exert your- 
self," said Frank. 

" I will, sir," she replied, holding him by 
the hand. "I will tell my story. He had 
retreated from the stain, and the lord had come 
in his place. But he was here always," and 
she pressed his hand to her side. " He could 
not be got rid of. Then I lost my voice, and 
was 'utterly dished,' as the theatrical people 
say. Then the lord went, — behaving better 
than I did however, — and I was alone. Oh, 
what bitter moments there came then, — ^long 
enough for the post to go to Ireland and to 
return ! And now he is here. Once more at 
my feet again, old man, once more I And then 
he talks to me of money ! What is money to 
me? I have got such a comforting portion 
that I care not at all for money." Then she 
all but fainted once again, and Frank and her 
father both knelt over her caressing her. 

It was a long time before Frank left her, 

her father going in and out of the room as it 

pleased him the while. Then he declared that 

he must go down to the House, assuring Frank 

p 2 
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that one blackguard there was worse than 
another, but saying that he would see them to 
the end as long as his time lasted. Eachel 
insisted that Frank should go with him. 

" I am just getting up from my death-bed," 
she said, laughing, "and you want me to go 
on like any other man's young woman. I can 
think about you without talking to you." And 
so saying she dismissed him. 

On the next morning, when he came again, 
she discussed with him the future arrangement 
of his life and hers. 

" Of course you must stay with your father," 
ehe said. " You do not want to marry me at 
•once, I suppose. And of course it is impossible 
if you do. I shall go to the States with father 
as soon as this Parliament affair is over. He 
is turned out of the House so often that he will 
be off before long for good and all. But there 
is the mail still running, and remember that 
what I say is true. I shall be ready and 
willing to be made Mrs. Frank Jones as soon 
as you will come and fetch me, and will tell 
me that you are able to provide me just with 



FRANK JONES COMES BACK AGAIN. 213 

a crust and a blanket in County Galway. 
"Whatever little you will do with, I will do 
with less." 

Then she sat upon his knee, and embraced 
him and kissed him, and swore to him that 
no other Lord Castlewell who came should 
interfere with his rights. 

" And as for Mr. Moss," she added, " I do 
not think that he will ever appear again to 
trouble your little game." 



CHAPTEE XLV. 



MR. ROBERT MORRIS. 



One morning, a little later in the summer, 
about the beginning of August, all Galway 
were terrified by the tidings of another 
murder. Mr. Morris had been killed, — had 
been "dropped," as the language of the 
country now went, from behind a wall built 
by the roadside. It had been done at about 
five in the afternoon, in full daylight ; and, as 
was surmised by the police, with the conscious- 
ness of many of the peasantry around. He had 
been walking along the road from Cong to his 
own house, and had been " dropped," and left 
for dead by the roadside. Dead, indeed, he 
was when found. Not a word more would 
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have been said about it, but for the inter- 
vention of the police, who were on the spot 
within three hours of the occurrence. A little 
girl had been coming into Cong, and had told 
the news. The little girl was living at Cong, 
and was supposed to be in no way connected 
with the murder. 

"It's some of them boys this side of 
Clonbur," said one of the men of Cong. 

No one thought it necessary after that 
to give any further explanation of the circum- 
stances. 

Mr. Kobert Morris was somewhat of an 
oddity in his way; but he was a man who 
only a few months since was most unlikely to 
have fallen a victim to popular anger. Jle 
was about forty years of age, and had lived 
altogether at Minas Cottage, five or six miles 
from Cong, as you pass up the head of Lough 
Corrib, on the road to Maum. He was un- 
married, and lived quite alone in a small 
house, trusting to the attentions of two old 
domestics and their daughter. He kept a 
horse and a car and a couple of cows and a 
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few cocks and hens ; but otherwise lie lived 
alone. He was a man of property, and had, 
indeed, come from a family very long esta- 
blished in the county. People said of him 
that he had £500 a year ; but he would 
have been very glad to have seen the half 
of it paid to his agent; for Mr. Morris, 
of Minas Cottage, had his agent as well as 
any other gentleman. He was a magistrate 
for the two counties, Galway and Mayo, and 
attended sessions both at Cong and at Clonbur. 
But when there he did little but agree with 
some more active magistrate; and what else 
he did with himself no one could tell of 
him. 

But it was said in respect to him that he 
was a benevolent gentleman ; and but a year 
or two since very many in the neighbourhood 
would have declared him to be especially 
the poor man's friend. With £500 a year 
he could have done much ; with half that 
income he could do something to assist them, 
and something he still did. He had his foibles 
and fancies, but such as they were they did 
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not tread on the corns of any of his poorer 
neighbours. He was proud of his birth, proud 
of his family, proud of having owned, either 
in his own hands or those of his forefathers, 
the same few acres, — and many more also, 
for his forefathers before him had terribly 
diminished the property. There was a story 
that his great great grandfather had lived in a 
palatial residence in County Kilkenny. All 
this he would tell freely, and would remark 
that to. such an extent had the family been 
reduced by the extravagance of his forefathers. 
" But the name and the blood they can never 
touch,'' he would remark. They would not 
ask as to his successor, because they valued 
him too highly, and because Mr. Morris would 
never have admitted that the time had come 
when it was too late to bring a bride home 
to the western halls of his forefathers. But 
the rumour went that Minas Cottage would go 
in the female line to a second cousin, who had 
married a cloth merchant in Galway city, to 
whom nor to her husband did Mr. Morris ever 
speak. There might be something absurd in 
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this, but there was nothing injurious to his 
neighbours, and nothing that would be likely 
to displease the poorer of them. 

But Mr. Morris had been made the subject 
of various requests from his tenants. They 
had long since wanted and had received a 
considerable abatement in their rent. Hence 
had come the straitened limits of £250 
a year. They had then offered the " Griffith's 
valuation." To explain the " Griffith's valua- 
tion" a chapter must be written, and as 
no one would read the explanation if 
given here it shall be withheld. Indeed, 
the whole circumstances of Mr. Morris's 
property were too intricate to require, or to 
admit, elucidation here. He was so driven 
that if he were to keep anything for himself 
he must do so by means of the sheriff's officer, 
and hence it had come to pass that he had 
been shot down like a mad dog by the road- 
side. 

County Galway was tolerably well used to 
murders by this time, but yet seemed to be 
specially astonished by the assassination of 
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Mr. Morris. The innocence of the man ; for 
the dealings of the sheriff's oflScer were hardly 
known beyond the town land which was con- 
cerned ! And then the taciturnity of the 
county side when the murder had been 
effected ! It was not such a deed as was 
the slaughtering of poor Florian Jones, or 
the killing of Terry Carroll in the court 
house. They had been more startling, more 
alarming, more awful for the tradesmen, and 
such like, to talk of among themselves, 
but the feeling of mystery there had been 
connected with the secret capacity of one 
individual. Everyone, in fact, knew that those 
murders had been done by Lax. And all felt 
that for the doing of murders Lax was irre- 
pressible. But over there in the neighbourhood 
of Clonbur, or in the village* of Cong, Lax had 
never appeared. There was no one in the place 
to whom the police could attribute any Lax- 
like properties. In that respect, the slaughter- 
ing of Mr. Morris had something in it more 
terrible even than those other murders. It 
seemed as though murder were becoming^ tha 
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ordinary popular mode by which the people 
should redress themselves, — as though the idea 
of murder had recommended itself easily to 
their intellects. And then they had quietly 
submitted — all of them — to taciturnity. They 
who were not concerned in the special case, the 
adjustment that is of Mr. Morris's rent, accepted 
his murder with perfect quiescence, as did those 
who were aggrieved. Nobody had seen any- 
thing. Nobody had heard anything. Nobody 
had known anything. Such were the only 
replies that were given to the police. If Mr. 
Morris, then why not another — and another — 
till the whole country would be depopulated ? 
In Mr. Morris's case a landlord had been chosen ; 
but in other localities agents and sheriffs' 
officers, — and even those keepers on a property 
which a gentleman is supposed to employ, — 
were falling to the right and to the left. But 
of Mr. Morris and his death nothing was heard. 
Yorke Clayton of course went down there, 
for this, too, was in his district, and Hunter 
went with him, anxious, if possible, to learn 
something. They saw every tenant on the 
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property ; and, indeed, they were not over 
numerous. There was not one as to whom 
they could obtain evidence that he was ever 
ferocious by character. " They've got to think 
that they have the right to it all. The poor 
creatures are not so bad as them that is teach- 
ing, them. If I think as the farm is my own, 
of course I don't like to be made to pay rent 
for it.'' That was the explanation of the cir- 
cumstances, as given by Mrs. Davies, -of the 
hotel at Clonbur. And it was evident that she 
thought it to be sufl&cient. The meaning of it, 
according to Captain Clayton's reading, was 
this : ** If you allow such doctrines to be 
preached abroad by Members of Parliament 
and Landleague leaders, — to be preached as a 
doctrine fit for the people, — then you cannot 
be surprised if the people do as they are taught 
and hold their tongues afterwards." 

This Mr. Morris had been the first cousin 
of our poor old friend Black Tom Daly. 

" Good God ! " he exclaimed, as soon as he 
read the news, sitting in his parlour at Daly's 
Bridge ; " there is Bob Morris gone now." | 
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"Bob Morris, of Minas Cottage!" exclaimed 
Peter Bodkin, who had ridden over to give 
Tom Daly some comfort in his solitude, if it 
might be possible. 

" By George ! yes ; Bob Morris ! Did you 
know him ? " 

"I don't think he ever came out hunting." 

" Hunting, indeed ! How should he, when 
he hadn't a horse that he could ride upon ? 
And Bob knew nothing of sport. The better 
for him, seeing the way that things are going 
now. No, he never was out hunting, poor 
fellow. But for downright innocence and kind- 
ness and gentleness of heart, there is no one 
left like him. And now they have murdered 
him 1 What is to be the end of it ? There is 
Persse telling me to hold on by the hounds, 
when I couldn't keep a hound in the kennels 
at Ahaseragh if it were ever so." 

" Times will mend," said Peter. 

'* And Kaheney Gorse fired so as to drive 
every fox out of the country I Persse is wrong, 
and I am wrong to stay at his bidding. The 
very nature of mankind has altered in the old 
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country. There are not the same hearts within 
their bosoms. To burn a gorse over a fox's 
head ! There • is a damnable cruelty in it of 

which men were not guilty, — by G ! they 

were not capable, — a year or two ago. These 
ruffians from America have come and told 
them that they shall pay no rent, and their 
minds have been so filled with the picture that 
its magnificence has overcome them. They 
used to tell us that money is the root of all 
evil ; it proves to be true now. The idea that 
they should pay no rent has been too much for 
them ; and they have become fiends under the 
feelings which have been roused. Only last 
year they were mourning over a poor fox like 
a Christian, — a poor fox that had been caught 
in a trap, — and now they would not leave a fox 
in the country, because the gentlemen, they 
think, are fond of them. The gentlemen are 
their enemies, and therefore they will spite 
them. They will drive every gentleman out 
of the country, and where will they be then ? '' 
Here Tom Daly sat quiet for a while, looking 
silent through the open window, while Peter 
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sat by him feeling the occasion to be too 
solemn for speech. After a while Tom con- 
tinued his ejaculations. " Gladstone ! Glad- 
stone ! There are those who think that man 
to be great and good ; but how can he be great 
and good if he lets loose such spirits among 
us? They tell me that he's a very amiable 
man in his own family, and goes to church 
regular; but he must be the most ignorant 
human being that ever took upon himself to 
make laws for a people. He can understand 
nothing about money, nothing about property, 
nothing about rents ! I suppose he thinks it 
fair to take away one man's means and give 
them to another, simply because one is a 
gentleman and the other not ! A fair rent ! 
, There's nothing I hate so much in my very 
soul as the idea of a fair rent. A fair rent 
means half that a man pays now ; but in a few 
years' time it will mean again whatever the 
ifew landlord may choose to ask. And fixity 
of tenure 1 Every man is to get what doesn't 
belong to him, and if a man has anything he's 
to be turned out; that is fixity of tenure. 
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And freedom of sale ! A man is to be allowed 
to sell what isn't his own. He thinks that 
when he has thrown half an eye over a country- 
he can improve it by altering all the wisdom 
of ages. A man talks and talks, and others 
listen to him till they flatter him that another 
God Almighty has been sent upon earth." It 
was thus that Tom Daly expressed himself as 
to the Prime Minister of the day; but Tom 
was a benighted Tory, and had thought nothing 
of these subjects till they were driven into his 
mind by the strange mortality of the foxes 
around him. 

Poor Mr. Morris was buried, and there was 
an end of him. The cloth merchant's wife in 
Galway got the property ; and, as far as we can 
hear at present, is not likely to do as well with 
it as her husband is with his bales of goods. 
No man perhaps more insignificant than Mr. 
Kobert Morris could have departed. He did 
nothing, and his figure, as he walked about 
between Cong and Clonbur, could be well 
spared. But his murder had given rise to 
feelings through the country which were full 

VOL. ra. ^ 
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of mischief and full of awe. He had lived 
most inoflfcDsively, and yet he had gone simply 
because it had occurred to some poor ignorant 
tenant, who had held perhaps ten or fifteen 
acres of land, out of which he had lived upon 
the potatoes grown from two or three of them, 
that things would go better with him if he had 
not a landlord to hurry him for rent ! Then 
the tenant had turned in his mind the best 
means of putting his landlord out of the way, 
and had told himself that it was an easy thing 
to do. He had not, of his own, much capacity 
for the use of firearms ; but he had four pound 
ten, which should have gone to the payment 
of his rent, and of this four pound ten, fifteen 
shillings secured the services of some handy 
man out of the next parish. He had heard the 
question of murder freely discussed among his 
neighbours, and by listening to others had 
learned the general opinion that there was no 
danger in it. So he came to a decision, and 
Mr. Morris was murdered. 

So far the question was solved between this 
tenant and this landlord ; but each one of the 
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neighbours, as he thought of it, felt himself 
bound to secrecy p'ro bono publico. There was 
a certain comfort in this, and poor Bob Morris's 
death seemed likely to be passed over with an 
easy freedom from suspicion. Any man might 
be got rid of silently, and there need be no 
injurious results. But men among themselves 
began to talk somewhat too freely, and an awe 
grew among them as this man and that man 
were named as objectionable. And the men 
so named were not all landlords or even 
agents. This man was a sheriff's officer, 
and that a gamekeeper. The sheriffs' officers 
and gamekeepers were not all murdered, 
but they were named, and a feeling of 
terror crept cold round the hearts of 
those who heard the names. Who was to 
be the keeper of the list and decide finally 
as to the victims ? Then suddenly a man 
went, and no one knew why he went. He 
was making a fence between two fields, and 
it was whispered that he had been cautioned 
not to make the fence. At any rate he had 
been stoned to death, and though the.^^ xsj^s^^ 
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have been three at least at the work, no one 
knew who had stoned him. Men began to 
whisper among each other, and women also, 
and at last it was whispered to them that they 
had better not whisper at alL Then they began 
to feel that not only was secrecy to be exacted 
from them, but they were not to be admitted 
to any participation in the secrecy. 

And with such of the gentry as were left 
there had grown up precautions which could 
not but fill the minds of the peasantry with 
a vague sense of fear. They went about with 
rifle in their hands, and were always accom- 
panied by police. They had thick shutters 
made to their windows, and barred themselves 
within their houses. Those who but a few 
months since had been the natural friends of 
the people, now appeared everywhere in arms 
against them. If it was necessary that there 
should be intercourse between them, that 
intercourse took place by means of a police- 
man. A further attempt at murder had been 
made in the neighbourhood, and was so talked 
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of that it seemed that all kindly feeling had 
been severed. Men began to creep about and 
keep out of the way lest they should be sus- 
pected ; and, indeed, it was the fact that 
there was hardly an able-bodied man in three 
parishes to whom some suspicion did not 
attach itself. 

And thus the women would ask for fresh 
murders, and would feel disappointed when 
none were reported to them, craving, as it 
were, for blood. And all this had come to 
pass certainly within the space of two years ! 
A sweeter-tempered people than had existed 
there had been found nowhere ; nor a people 
more ignorant, and possessing less of the 
comforts of civilisation. But no evil was to 
be expected from them, no harm came from 
them — beyond a few simple lies, which were 
only harmful as acting upon their own charac- 
ter. As Tom Daly had said, these very men 
were not capable of it a few months ago. 
The tuition had come from America ! That, 
no doubt, was true ; but it had come by Irish 
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hearts and Irish voices, by Irish longings and 
Irish ambition. Nothing could be more false 
than to attribute the evil to America, unless 
that becomes American which has once touched 
American soil But there does grow up in 
New York, or thereabouts, a mixture of Irish 
poverty with American wealth, which caUs 
itself " Democrat," and forms as bad a com- 
position as any that I know from which either 
to replenish or to create a people. 

A very little of it goes unfortunately a 
long way. It is like gin made of vitriol when 
mingled with water. A small modicum of 
gin, though it does not add much spirit to the 
water, will damnably defile a large quantity. 
And this gin has in it a something of flavour 
which will altogether deceive an uneducated 
palate. There is an alcoholic aflHlatus which 
mounts to the brain and surrounds the heart 
and permeates the veins, which for the moment 
is believed to be true gin. But it makes itself 
known in the morning, and after a few morn- 
ings tells its own tale too well. These 
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*' democrats" could never do us the mischiet 
They are not sufficient, either in intellect or 
in number ; but there are men among us who 
have taught themselves to believe that the 
infuriated gin drinker is the true holder of a 
new gospel. 



CHAPTEE XLVL 

CONG. 

In those days Captain Clayton spent much 
of his time at Cong, and Frank Jones was 
often with him. Frank, however, had re- 
turned from London a much altered man. 
Eachel had knocked under to him. It was 
thus that he spoke of it to himself. I do 
not think that she spoke of it to herself 
exactly in the same way. She knew her 
own constancy, and felt that she was to be 
rewarded. 

"Nothing, I think, would ever have made 
me marry Lord Castle well." 

It was thus she talked to her father 
while he was awaiting the period of his 
dismissal. 
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*'I dare say not," said he. "Of course 
he is a poor weak creature. But he would 
have been very good to you, and there 
would have been an end to all your dis- 
comforts." 

Eachel turned up her nose. An end to 
all her discomforts ! 

Her father knew nothing of what would 
comfort her and what would discomfort 

She was utterly discomforted in that her 
voice was gone from her. She would lie 
and sob on her bed half the morning, and 
would feel herself to be inconsolable. Then 
she would think of Frank, and tell herself 
that there was some consolation in store 
even for her. Had her voice been left to 
her she would have found it to be very 
difficult to escape from the Castlewell diffi- 
culty. She would have escaped, she thought, 
though the heavens might have been brought 
down over her head. When the time had 
come for appearing at the altar, she would 
have got into the first train and disap- 
peared, or have gone to bed and refused to 
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leave it. She would have summoned Frank 
at the last moment, and would submit to 
be called the worst behaved young woman 
that had ever appeared on the London 
boards. Now she was saved from that ; but, 
— but at what a cost ! 

"I might have been the greatest woman 
of the day, and now I muat be content to 
make his tea and toast." 

Then she began to consider whether it 
was good that any girl should be the greatest 
woman of the day. 

" I don't suppose the Queen has so much 
the best of it with a pack of troubles on 
her hands " 

But Frank in the meantime, had gone 
back to Galway, and Mr. Kobert Morris had 
been murdered. Soon after the death of 
Mr. Morris the man had been kiUed as he 
was mending the ditch, and Captain Clayton 
found that the tone of the people was varied 
in the answers which they made to his in- 
quiries. They wera astounded, and, as it 
were, struck dumb with, surprise. Nobody 
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knew anything, nobody had heard anything, 
nobody had seen anything. They were as 
much in the dark about poor Pat Gilligan 
as they had been as. to Mr. Kobert Morris. 
They spoke of Pat as though he had been 
slaughtered by a direct blow from heaven ; 
but they trembled, and were evidently un- 
comfortable. 

"That woman knows something about 
it," said Hunter to his master, shaking his 
head. 

" No doubt she knows a good deal about 
it ; but it is not because she knows that she 
is bewildered and bedevilled in her intellect. 
She is beginning to be afraid that the country 
is one in which even she. herself cannot live 
in safety." 

And the men looked to be dumbfoundered 
and sheepfaced. They kept out of Captain 
Clayton's way, and answered him as little as 
possible. "What's the good of axing when 
ye knows that I knows nothing?" This 
was the answer of one man, and was a fair 
sample of the answers of many; but they 
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were given in such a tone that Clayton was 
beginning to think that the evil was about 
to work its own cure. 

"Frank," he said one day when he was 
walking with his friend in the gloom of the 
evening, "this state of things is too horrible 
to endure." The faithful Hunter followed 
them, and another policeman, for the Captain 
was never allowed to stir two steps without 
the accompaniment of a brace of guards. 

" Much too horrible to be endured," said 
Frank. "My idea is that a man, in order 
to make the best of himself, should run 
away from it. Life in the United States 
has no such horrors as these. Though we're 
apt to say that all this comes from America, 
I don't see American hands in it." 

"You see American money." 

"American money in the shape of dollar 
bills ; but they have all been sent by Irish 
people. The United States is a large place, 
and there is room there, I think, for an 
honest man." 

" I'll never be frightened out of my own 
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country," said Clayton. *'Nor do I think 
there is occasion. These abominable repro- 
bates are not going to prevail in the end." 

"They have prevailed with poor Tom 
Daly. He was a man who worked as hard 
as anyone to find amusement, — and employ- 
ment too. He never wronged anyone. He 
was even so honest as to charge a fair price 
for his horses. And there he is, left high 
and dry, without a horse or a hound that 
he can venture to keep about his own place. 
And simply because the majority of the 
people have chosen that there shall be no 
more hunting; and they have proved them- 
selves to be able to have their own way. It 
is impossible that poor Daly should hunt if 
they will not permit him, and they carry 
their orders so far that he cannot even keep 
a hound in his kennels because they do not 
choose to allow it." 

"And this you think will be continued 
always ? " asked Clayton. 

"For all that I can see it may go on 
fer ever. My father has had those water 
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gates mended on the meadows though he 
could ill aflfbrd it. I have told him that they 
may go again to-morrow. There is no reason 
to judge that they should not do so. The 
only two men, — or the man, rather, and the 
boy, — ^who have been punished for the last 
attempt were those who endeavoured to tell 
of it. See what has come of that ! " 

" All that is true." 

" Will it not be better to go to America, 
to go to Africa, to go to Asia, or to Eussia 
even, than to live in a country like this, 
where the law can afford you no protection, 
and where the lawgivers only injure you ? " 

" I know nothing about the lawgivers," 
said Clayton, ^^ but I have to say a word or 
two about the law. Do you think this kind 
of thing is going to remain ? " 

" It does remain, and every day becomes 



worse." 



"An evil will always become worse till 
it begins to die away. I think I see the end 
of things approaching. Evil-doers are afraid 
of each other, and these poor fellows here 
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live in mortal agony lest some Lax of the 
moment should be turned loose at their own 
throats. I don't think that Lax is an institu- 
tion that will remain for ever in the country. 
This present Lax we have fast locked up. 
Law at present, at any rate, has so much of 
power that it is able to lock up a Lax, — when 
it can catch him. As for this present man, 
I do hope that the law will find itself power- 
ful enough to fasten a rope round his neck. 
No Galway jury would find him guilty, and 
that is bad enough. But the lawgivers have 
done this for us, that we may try him before 
a Dublin jury, and there are hopes. When 
Lax has been well hung out of the world I 
can turn round and take a moment for my 
own happiness." 

Yorke Clayton, as he said this, was alluding 
to his love affair with Edith Jones. He had 
now conquered all the family with one ex- 
ception. Even the father had assented that 
it should be so, though tardily and with 
sundry misgivings. The one person was 
E^ith herself, and it had come to be acknow- 
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ledged by all around her that she loved 
Yorke Clayton. As she herself never now 
denied it, it was admitted on all sides at 
Morony Castle that the Captain was certainly 
the favoured lover. But Edith still held out, 
and had gone so far as to tell the Captain 
that he could not be allowed to come to the 
Castle unless he would desist. 

"I never shall desist," he had replied. 
^* As to that you may take my word." Then 
Edith had of course loved him so much the 
more. 

" I don't think this kind of thing will go 
on," he continued, still addressing Frank Jones. 
"The people are so fickle that they cannot 
be constant even to anything evil. It is quite 
on the cards that Black Tom Daly should next 
year be the most popular master of hounds in 
all Ireland, and that Mr. Kit Mooney should 
not be allowed to show his face within reach 
of Moytubber Gorse on hunting mornings." 

"They'd have burned the gorse before they 
have come round to that state of feeling. 
Look at Kaheeny.'' 
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" It isn't so easy to destroy anything," 
said the philosophic Clayton. "If the foxes 
are frightened out of Kaheeny or Moytubber, 
they will go somewhere else. And even if 
poor Tom Daly were to run away from County 
Gal way, as you're talking of doing, the county 
would find another master." 

'' Not like Tom Daly," said Frank Jones, 
enthusiastically. 

" There are as good fish in the sea as ever 
were caught. Tom Daly is a first-class man, 
I admit ; and he had no more obedient slave 
than myself when I used to get out hunting 
two or three days in the session. But he is 
a desponding man, and cannot look forward 
to better times. For myself, I own that my 
hopes are fixed. Hang Lax, and then the 
millennium ! " 

" I will quite agree as to the hanging of 
Lax," said Frauk ; " but for any millennium, 
I want something more strong than Irish 
feeling. You'll excuse me, old fellow." 

'* Oh, certainly ! Of course, I'm an Irish- 
man myself, and might have been a Lax 
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instead of a policeman, if chance had got 
hold of me in time. As it is, I've a sort of 
feeling that the policeman is going to have 
the best of it all through Ireland/' Then there 
came a sudden sound as of a sharp thud, and 
Yorke Clayton feU as it were dead at Frank 
Jones's feet. 

This occurred at a comer of the road, from 
which a little boreen or lane ran up the side 
of the mountain between walls about three 
feet high. But here some benevolent enter- 
prising gentleman, wishing to bring water 
through Lower Lough Cong to Lough Corrib, 
had caused the beginnings of a canal to be 
built, which had, however, after the expendi- 
ture of large sums of money, come to nothing. 
But the ground, or rather rock, had so been 
moved and excavated as to make it prac- 
ticable for some men engaged, as had 
been this man, to drop at once out of 
sight. Hunter was at once upon his 
track, with the other policeman, both of 
whom fired at him. But as they acknow- 
ledged afterwardSj they had barely seen the 
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skirt of his coat in the gloom of the evening. 
The whole spot up and behind the corner of 
the road was so honeycombed by the works 
of the intended canal as to afford hiding- 
places and retreats for a score of murderers. 
Here, as was afterwards ascertained, there 
was but one, and that one had apparently 
sufficed. 

Frank Jones had remained on the road 
with his friend, and had raised him in his 
arms when he fell. " They have done for me 
this time," Clayton had said, but had said 
no more. He had in truth fainted, but Frank 
Jones, in his ignorance, had thought that he 
was dead. It turned out afterwards that the 
bullet had struck his ribs in the front of his 
body, and, having been turned by the bone, 
had passed round to his back, and had there 
buried itself in the flesh. It needs not that 
we dwell with any length on this part of our 
tale, but may say at once that the medical 
skill of Cong sufficed to extract the bullet 
on the next morning. 

After a while one of the two policemen 

R 2 
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came back to the road, and assisted Frank 
Jones in carrying up poor Clayton to the 
inn. Hunter, though still maimed by his 
wound, stuck to the pursuit, assisted by two 
other policemen from Cong, who soon appeared 
upon the scene. But the man escaped, and 
his flight was soon covered by the darkness 
of night. It had been eight o'clock before 
the party had left the inn, and had wandered 
with great imprudence further than they had 
intended. At least, so it was said after the 
occurrence ; though, had nothing happened, 
they would have reached their homes before 
night had in truth set in. But men said of 
Clayton that he had become so hardened by 
the practices of his life, and by the failure 
of all attempts hitherto made against him, 
that he had become incredulous of harm. 

" They have got me at last,'' he said to 
Frank the next morning. "Thank God it 
was not you instead of me. I have been 
thinking of it as I lay here in the night, and 
have blamed myself greatly. It is my busi- 
ness and not yours." And then again further 
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on in the day he sent a message to Edith. 
" Tell her from me that it is all over now, 
but that had I lived she would have had to 
be my wife." 

But from that time forth he did in truth 
get better, though we in these pages can 
never again be allowed to see him as an 
active working man. It was his fault, — as 
the Galway doctor said his egregious sin, — 
to spend the most of his time in lying on 
a couch out in the garden at Morony Castle, 
and talking of the fate of Mr. Lax. The 
remainder of his hours he devoted to the 
acceptance of little sick-room favours from 
his hostess, — I would say from his two 
hostesses, were it not that he soon came to 
terms with Ada, under which Ada was not 
to attend to him with any particular care. 
"If I could catch that fellow," he said to 
Ada, alluding to the man who had intended 
to murder him, *'I would have no harm 
done to him. He should be let free at 
once; for I could not possibly have got 
such an opportunity by any other means." 
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But poor Edith, the while, felt herself to 
be badly used. She and Ada had often talked 
of the terrible perils to which Torke Clayton 
was subjected, and, as the reader may remem- 
ber, had discussed the propriety of a man so 
situated allowing himself to become familiar 
with any girl. But now Captain Clayton was 
declared to be safe by everybody. The doctors 
united in saying that his constitution would 
carry him through a cannon-ball. But Edith 
felt that all the danger had fallen to her lot. 

In the meantime the search for the double 
murderers, — unless indeed one murderer had 
been busy in both cases — was carried vainly 
along. The horror of poor Mr. Morris's fate 
had almost disappeared under the awe occa- 
sioned by the attack on Captain Clayton. It 
was astonishing to see how entirely Mr. Morris, 
with aU his family and his old acres, and with 
Minas Cottage, — which, to the knowledge of 
the entire population of Cong, was his own 
peculiar property, — was lost to notice under 
the attack that had been made with so much 
audacity on Captain Torke Clayton. He, as 
one of four, all armed to the teeth, was 
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attacked by one individual, and attacked 
successfully. There were those who said at 
first that the bars of Galway jail must 
have been broken, and that Lax the omni- 
potent, Lax the omnipresent, had escaped. 
And it certainly was the case that many 
were in ignorance as to who the murderer 
had been. Probably all were ignorant, — all 
of those who were in truth well acquainted 
with the person of Mr. Morris' murderer. 
And in the minds of the people generally 
the awe became greater than ever. To them 
it was evident that anybody could murder 
anybody; and evident also that it was per- 
mitted to them to do so by this new law 
which had sprung up of late in the country, 
almost enjoining them to exercise this peculiar 
mode of retaliation. The bravest thought that 
they were about to have their revenge against 
their old masters, and determined that the 
revenge should be a bloody one. But the 
more cowardly, and very much the more 
numerous on that account, feared that, poor 
as they were, they might be the victims. 
No man among them could be much poorer 



248 TEE LANDLEAOUEES. 

than Pat GiUigan, and lie had been chosen 
as one to be murdered, for some reason known 
only to the murderer. 

A new and terrible aristocracy was growing 
up among them, — the aristocracy of hidden fire- 
arms. There was but little said among them, 
even by the husband to the wife, or by the 
father to the son ; because the husband feared 
his wife, and the father his own child. 
There had been a feeling of old among them 
that they were being ground down by the 
old aristocracy. There must ever be such 
an idea on the part of those who do not 
have enough to eat in regard to their betters, 
who have more than plenty. It cannot be 
but that want should engender such feeling. 
But now the dread of the new aristocracy 
was becoming worse than that of the old. 
In the dull, dim minds of these poor people 
there arose, gradually indeed but quickly, a 
conviction that the new aristocracy might be 
worse even than the old; and that law, as 
administered by Government, might be less 
tyrannical than the law of those who had 
no law to govern them, ^o \\i^ ^^cygW. ^-i^fc 
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silent at their hearths, or crawled miserably 
about their potato patches, speaking not at 
all of the life around them. 

. When a week was over, tidings came to 
them that Captain Clayton, though he had 
been shot right through the body, — though 
the bullet had gone in at his breast and come 
out at his back, as the report went, — was still 
alive, and likely to live. "He's a-spending 
every hour of his blessed life a-making love 
to a young lady w^ho is a-nursing him." 
This was the report brought up to Cong by 
the steward of the lake steamer, and was 
received as a new miracle by the Cong people. 
The fates had decreed that Captain Clayton 
should not fall by any bullet fired by Lax, 
the Landleaguer ; for, though Lax, the Land- 
leaguer, was himself fast in prison when the 
attempt was made, such became more than 
ever the creed of the people when it was 
understood that Captain Clayton, with his 
own flesh and blood, was at this moment 
making love to Mr. Jones's youngest daughter 
at Morony Castle. 



CHAPTER XLVIL 



KERRYCULLION, 



Captain Clayton was thoroughly enjoying 
life, now perhaps, for the first time since he 
had had a bullet driven through his body. It 
had come to pass that everything, almost 
everything, was done for him by the hands of 
Edith. And yet Ada was willing to do every- 
thing that was required; but she declared 
always that what she did was of no avail. 
"Unless you take it to him, you know he 
won't eat it," she would still say. No doubt 
this was absurd, because the sick man's appe- 
tite was very good, considering that a hole 
had been made from his front to his back 
within the last month. It was still September, 
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the weather was as warm as summer, and he 
insisted on lying out in the garden with his 
rugs around him, and enjoying the service of 
all his slaves. But among his slaves Edith 
was the one whom the other slaves found it 
most difl&cult to understand. 

"I will go on," she said to her father, 
^^and do everything for him while he is an 
invalid. But, when he is well enough to be 
moved, either he or I must go out of this." 

Her father simply said that he did not 
understand it ; but then he was one of the 
other slaves. 

'^ Edith," said the Captain, one day, speak- 
ing from his rugs on the bank upon the lawn, 
"just say that one word, *I yield/ It will 
have to be said sooner or later." 

" I will not say it. Captain Clayton," said 
Edith with a firm voice. 

" So you have gone back to the Captain," 
said he. 

" I will go back further than that, if you 
continue to annoy me. It shall be nothing 
but plain 'sir,' as hard as you please. You 
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might as well let go my hand ; you know that 
I do not take it away violently, because of 
your wound." 

" I know — I know — I know that a girl's 
hand is the sweetest thing in all creation if 
she likes you, and leaves it with you wil- 
lingly." Then there was a little pull, but it 
was only very little. 

"Of course, I don't want to hurt you," 
said Edith. 

"And, therefore, it feels as though you 
loved me. Of course it does. Your hand 
says one thing and your voice another. Which 
way does your heart go ? " 

"Eight against you/' said Edith. But 
she could not help blushing at the lie as she 
told it. " My conscience is altogether against 
you, and I advise you to attend more to that 
than to anything else." But still he held her 
hand, and still she let him hold it. 

At that moment Hunter appeared upon 
the scene, and Edith regained her hand. But 
had the Captain held the hand. Hunter would 
not have seen it. Hunter was full of his own 
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news ; and, as he told it, very dreadful the 
story was. " There has been a murder worse 
than any that have happened yet, just the 
other side of the lake," and he pointed away 
to the mountains, and to that part of Lough 
Corrib which is just above Cong. 

" Another murder ? " said Edith. 

"Oh, miss, no other murder ever told of 
had any horror in it equal to this ! I don't 
know how the governor will keep himself quiet 
there, with such an affair as this to be looked 
after. There are six of them down, — or at 
any rate five." 

" When a doubt creeps in, one can always 
disbelieve as much as one pleases." 

" You can hardly disbelieve this, sir, as I 
have just heard the story from Sergeant 
Malcolm. There were six in the house, and 
five have been carried out dead. One has 
been taken to Cong, and he is as good as 
dead. Their names are Kelly. An old man 
and an old woman, and another woman and 
three children. The old woman was very old, 
and the man appears to have been her son." 
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others should accompany him. A man who 
had been one of their number was less likely 
to tell if he had a hand in it himself. And so 
there were ten of them. It might be that one 
among the number of the murdered had seen 
the murder of Mr. Morris, or of Pat Gilligan, 
or the attempted murder of Captain Clayton. 
And that one was not sure not to tell, — had 
perhaps shown by some sign and indication 
that to tell the truth about the deed was in 
his breast, — or in hers ! Some woman living 
there might have spoken such a word to a 
friend less cautious in that than were the 
neighbours in general. Then we can hear, or 
fancy that we can hear, the muttered reasons 
of those who sought to rule amidst that bloody 
community. They were a family of the Kellys, 
— these poor doomed creatures, — but amidst 
those who whispered together, amidst those 
who were forced to come into the whispering, 
there were many of the same family ; or, at 
any rate, of the same name. For the Kellys 
were a tribe who had been strong in the land 
for many years. Though each of the ten 
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feared to be of the bloody party, each did not 
like not to be of it, for so the power would 
have come out of their hands. They wished 
to be among the leading aristocrats, though 
still they feared. And thus they came to- 
gether, dreading each other, hating each other 
at last ; each aware that he was about to put 
his very life within the other's power, and 
each trying to think, as far as thoughts would 
come to his dim mind, that to him might 
come some possibility of escape by betraying 
his comrades. 

But a miracle had occurred, — that which 
must have seemed to be a miracle when they 
first heard it, and to the wretches themselves, 
when its fatal truth was made known to them. 
While in the dead of night they were 
carrying out this most inhuman massacre there 
were other eyes watching them ; six other eyes 
were looking at them, and seeing what they 
did perhaps more plainly than they would see 
themselves ! Think of the scene ! There 
were six persons doomed, and ten who had 
agreed to doom them ; and three others lookinq^ 
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on from behind a wall, so near as to enable 
them to see it all, under the fitful light of the 
stars ! Nineteen of them engaged round one 
small cabin, of whom five were to die that 
night ; — and as to ten others, it cannot but be 
hoped that the whole ten may pay the penalty 
due to the offended feelings of an entire 
nation ! 

It may be that it shall be proved that 
some among the ten had not struck a 
fatal blow. Or it may fail to be proved 
that some among the ten have done so. It 
will go hard with any man to adjudge ten 
men to death for one deed of murder ; and 
it is very hard for that one to remember 
* always that the doom he is to give is the 
only means in our power to stop the down- 
ward path of crime among us. It may be 
that some among the ten shall be spared, 
and it may be that he or they who spare 
them shall have done right. 

But such was not the feeling of Captain 
Torke Clayton as he discussed the matter, 
day after day, with Hunter, or with Frank 
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Jones, upon the lawn at Castle Morony. 
" It would be the grandest sight to see, — 
ten of them hanging in a row." 

" The saddest sight the world could show," 
said Frank. 

" Sad enough, that the world should want 
it. But if you had been employed as I 
have for the last few years, you would not 
think it sad to have achieved it. If the 
judge and the jury will do their work as 
it should be done there will be an end to 
this kind of thing for many years to come. 
Think of the country we are living in now 1 
Think of your father's condition, and of the 
injury which has been done to him and to 
your sisters, and to yourself. If that could 
be prevented and atoned for, and set right 
by the hanging in one row of ten such 
miscreants as those, would it not be a noble 
deed done ? These ten are frightful to you 
because there are ten at once, — ten in the 
same village, — ten nearly of the same name ! 
People would call it a bloody assize where 
so many are doomed. But they scruple. ^ 
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call the country bloody where so many are 
murdered day after day. It is the honest 
who are murdered ; but would it not be well 
to rid the world of these ruffians? And, 
remember, that these ten would not have 
been ten, if some one or two had been dealt 
with for the first offence. And if the ten 
were now all spared, whose life would be 
safe in such a Golgotha? I say that, to 
those who desire to have their country once 
more human, once more fit for an honest 
man to live in, these ten men hanging in 
a row will be a goodly sight." 

There must have been a feeling in the 
minds of these three men that some terrible 
step must be taken to put an end to 
the power of this aristocracy, before life in 
the country would be again possible. When 
they had come together to watch their friends 
and neighbours, and see what the ten were 
about to do, there must have been some 
determination in their hearts to tell the story 
of that which would be enacted. Why should 
these ten have all the power in their own hands? 
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Why should these questions of life and death 
be remitted to them, to the exclusion of those 
other three ? And if this family of Kellys 
were doomed, why should there not be other 
families of other Kellys, — why not their own 
families ? And if Kerrycullion were made to 
swim in blood, — for that was the name of the 
townland in which these Kellys lived, — why 
not any other homestead round the place in 
which four or five victims may have hidden 
themselves ? So the three, with mutual 
whisperings among themselves, with many 
fears and with much trembling, having ob- 
tained some tidings of what was to be done, 
agreed to follow and to see. It was whispered 
about that one of the family, the poor man's 
wife, probably, had seen the attack made upon 
poor Pat Gilligan, and may, or may not, have 
uttered some threat of vengeance ; may have 
shown some sign that the murder ought to 
be made known to someone. Was not Pat 
Gilligan her sister's husband's brother's child ? 
And he was not one of the other, the rich 
aristocracy, against whom all men's hands 
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were justly raised. Some such word had 
probably passed the unfortunate woman's lips, 
and the ten men had risen against her. The 
ten men, each protecting each other, had 
sworn among themselves that so villainous a 
practice, so glaring an evil as this, of telling 
aught to the other aristocracy, must be brought 
to an end. 

But then the three interfered, and it was 
likely that the other, the rich aristocracy, 
should now know all about it. It was not to 
save the lives of those unfortunate women and 
children that they went. There would be 
danger in that. And though the women and 
children were, at any rate, their near neigh- 
bours, why should they attempt to interfere 
and incur manifest dangers on their account ? 
But they would creep along and see, and then 
they could tell ; or should they be disturbed 
in their employment, they could escape amidst 
the darkness of the night. There could be no 
escape for those poor wretches, stripped in 
their bed ; none for that aged woman, who 
could not take herself away from among the 
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guns and rocks of her pursuers ; none for 
those poor children ; none, indeed, for the 
father of the family, upon whom the ten would 
come in his lair. If his wife had threatened 
to tell, he must pay for his wife's garrulity, 
Pat Gilligan had suffered for some such 
offence, and it was but just that she and he 
and they should suffer also. But the three 
might have to suffer, also, in their turns, if 
they consented to subject themselves to so 
bloody an aristocracy. And therefore they 
stalked forth at night and went up to Kerry- 
cuUion, at the heels of the other party, and 
saw it all. Now, one after another, the six 
were killed, or all but killed, and then the 
three went back to their homes, resolved that 
they would have recourse to the other 
aristocracy. 

Between Galway and Cong and Kerry- 
cullion. Hunter was kept going in these days, 
so as to obtain always the latest information 
for his master. For, though the neighbour- 
hood of Morony Castle was now supposed 
to be quiet, and though the Captain was 
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not at the moment bn active service, Hunter 
was still allowed to remain with him. And, 
indeed. Captain Clayton's opinion was esteemed 
so highly, that, though he could do nothing, 
he was in truth on active service. "They 
are sticking to their story, all through ? " he 
asked Hunter, or rather communicated the 
fact to Hunter for his benefit. 

" Oh, yes ! sir ; they stick to their story. 
There is no doubt about them now. They 
can't go back." 

^* And that boy can talk now ? " 
" Yes, sir ; he can talk a little." 
" And what he says agrees with the three 
men ? There will be no more murders in that 
county. Hunter, or in County Galway either. 
When they have once learned to think it 
possible that one man may tell of another, 
there will be an end to that little game. 
But they must hang them of course." 

" Oh, yes ! sir," said Hunter. " I'd hang 
them myself; the whole ten of them, rather 
than keep them waiting." 

"The trial is to be in Dublin. Before 
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that day comes we shall find what they do 
about Lax. I don't suppose they will want 
me; or if they did, for the matter of that, 
I could go myself as well as ever." 

"You could do nothing of the kind, 
Captain Clayton," said Edith, who was sitting 
there. "It is absurd to heat you talk in 
such a way." 

"I don't suppose he could just go up 
to Dublin, miss," said Hunter. 

" Not for life and death ? " roared the 
sick man. 

" I suppose you could for life and death," 
said Hunter, — with a little caution. 

" For his own death he could," said Edith. 
*' But it's the death of other people that he is 
thinking of now." 

" And you, what are you thinking of ? " 
" To tell the truth, just at this moment 
I was thinking of yours. You are here under 
our keeping, and as long as you remain so, 
we are bound to do what we can to keep 
you from killing yourself; you ought to be 
in your bed." 
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"Tucked up all round, — and you ought 
to be giving me gruel." Then Hunter 
simpered and went away. He generally did 
go away when the love-scenes began. 

"You could give one something which 
would cure me instantly." 

" No, I could not I There are no such 
instant cures known in the medical world for 
a man who has had a hole right through him." 

" That bullet will certainly be immortal." 

" But you will not if you talk of going up 
to DubUn." 

" Edith, a kiss would cure me." 

"Captain Clayton, you are in circum- 
stances which should prevent you from allud- 
ing to any such thing. I am here to nurse 
you, and I should not be insulted." 

" That is true," he said. " And if it be 
an insult to tell you what a kiss would do for 
me, I withdraw the word. But the feeling it 
would convey, that you had in truth given 
yourself to me, that you were really, really 
my own, would I think cure me, though a 
dozen bullets had gone through me." 
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Then when Ada had come down, Edith 
went to her bedroom, and kissed the pillow^ 
instead of him. Oh, if it might be granted 
to her to go to him, and frankly to confess, 
that she was all, all his own ! And she felt^ 
as days went on, she would have to yield, 
though honour still told her that she should 
never do so. 



CHAPTER XLVIIL 

THE NEW ARISTOCRACY FAILS. 

From this moment the mystery of the new 
aristocracy began to fade away, and get itself 
abolished. Men and women began to feel that 
there might be something worse in store for 
them than the old course of policemen, juries, 
and judges. It had seemed, at first, as though 
these evil things could be brought to an end, 
and silenced altogether as far as their blessed 
country was concerned. A time was coming 
in which everyone was to do as he pleased, 
without any fear that another should tell of 
him. Though a man should be seen in the 
broad daylight cutting the tails off half a score 
of oxen it would be recognised in the neigh- 
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bourhood as no more than a fair act of ven- 
geance, and nothing should be told of the 
deed, let the policemen busy themselves as 
they might. And the beauty of the system 
consisted in the fact that the fear of telling 
was brought home to the minds of all men, 
women, and children. Though it was certain 
that a woman had seen a cow's tail mangled, 
though it could be proved beyond all doubt 
that she was in the field when the deed was 
done, yet if she held her peace no punishment 
would await her. The policeman and the 
magistrate could do nothing to her. But 
Thady O'Leary, the man who had cut a cow's 
tail off, could certainly punish her. If nothing 
else were done she could be boycotted, or, in 
other words, not allowed to buy or sell the 
necessaries of life. Or she could herself be 
murdered, as had happened to Pat Gilligan. 
The whole thing had seemed to run so 
smoothly I 

But now there had come, or would soon 
come, a change o'er the spirit of the dream. 
The murder of Pat Gilligan, though it had 
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made one in the necessary sequence of events, 
one act in the course of the drama which, as 
a whole, had appeared to be so perfect, seemed 
to them all to have about it something terrible. 
No one knew what offence Pat Gilligan had 
given, or why he had been condemned. Each 
man began to tremble as he thought that he 
too might be a Pat Gilligan, and each woman 
that she might be a Mrs. Kelly. It was 
better to go back to the police and the magis- 
trates than this 1 

I do not know that we need lean too 
heavily on the stupidity of the country's side 
in not having perceived that this would Tdc so. 
The country's side is very slow in perceiving 
the course which things will take. These ten 
murderers had been brought together, each 
from fear of the others ; and they must have 
felt that though they were ten, — a number so 
great when they considered the employment 
on which they were engaged as to cause horror 
to the minds of all of them, — the ten could not 
include all who should have been included. 
Had the other three been taken in, if that 
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were possible, how much better it would have 
been ! But the desire for murder had not 
gone so far,-its beauty had not been so per- 
fectly acknowledged as to make it even yet 
possible to comprise a whole parish in destroy- 



ing one family. 

Then the three had seen that the whole 
scheme, the mystery 'of the thing, the very 
plan upon which it was founded, must be 
broken down and thrown to the winds. And 
we can imagine that, when the idea first came 
upon the minds of those three, that the entire 
family of the Kellys was to be sacrificed to 
stop the tongue of one talkative old woman, a 
horror must have fallen upon them as they 
recognised the duty which was incumbent on 
them. The duty of saving those six unfor- 
tunates they did not recognise. They could 
not screw themselves up to the necessary pitch 
of courage to enable them to enter in among 
loaded pistols and black-visaged murderers. 
The two women and the children had to die, 
though the three men were so close to them ; 
so close as to have been certainly able to aax^ 
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them, or some of them, had they rushed into 
the cabin and created the confusion of another 
advent. To this they could not bring them- 
selves, for are not the murderers armed ? But 
an awful horror must have crept round their 
minds as they thought of the self-imposed 
task they had undertaken. They waited until 
the murders had been completed, and then 
they went back home and told the police. 

From this moment the mystery by which 
murders in County Gal way and elsewhere were 
for a short period protected was over in Ireland. 
Men have not seen, as yet, how much more 
lovely it is to tell frankly all that has been 
done, to give openly such evidence as a man 
may have to police magistrates and justices of 
the peace, than to keep anything wrapped 
within his own bosom. The charm of such 
outspoken truth does not reconcile itself at 
once to the untrained mind ; but the fact of 
the loveliness does gradually creep in, and the 
hideous ugliness of the other venture. On the 
minds of those men of KerrycuUion something 
of the ugliness and something of the lovehness 
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must have made itself apparent. And when 
this had been done it was not probable that a 
return to the utter ugliness of the lie should 
be possible. Whether the ten be hanged, — to 
the intense satisfaction of Hunter and his 
master, — or some fewer number, such as may 
suffice the mitigated desire for revenge which 
at present is burning in the breasts of men, the 
thing will have been done, and the mystery 
with all its beauty will have passed away. 

At Castle Morony the beginning of the 
passing away of the mystery was hailed with 
great delight. It took place in this wise. A 
little girl who had been brought up there in 
the kitchen, and had reached the age of fifteen 
under the eyes of Ada and Edith, — a slip of a 
girl, whose feet our two girls had begun to 
trammel with shoes and stockings, ' and who 
was old enough to be proud of the finery 
though she could not bear the confinement, — 
had gone under the system of boycotting, 
when all the other servants had gone also. 
Peter, who was very stem in his discipline to 
the younger people, had caught hold of her 
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274 TEB LANDLEAOUEBS. 

before she went, and had brought her to 
Mr. Jones, recommending that at q,nj rate her 
dress should be stripped from her back, and her 
shoes and stockings from her feet. ** If you 
war to wallop her, sir, into the bargain, it 
would be a good deed done," Peter had said to 
his master. 

** Why should I wallop her for leaving my 
service ? " 

"She ain't guv' no notice," said the in- 
dignant Peter. 

" And if I were to wallop you because you 
had taken it into your stupid head to leave 
me at a moment's notice, should I be justified 
in doing so ? " 

" There is differences," said Peter, drawing 
himself up. 

" Youf are stronger, you mean, and Feemy 
Carroll is weak. Let her go her own gait as 
she pleases. How am I to take upon myself 
to say that she is not right to go ? And for 
the shoes and stockings, let them go with 
her, and the dress also, if I am supposed to 
have any property in it. Fancy a Land- 
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leaguer in Paxliament asking an indignant 
question as^ to my detaining forcibly an un- 
willing female servant. Let them all go ; the 
sooner we learn to serve ourselves the better 
for us. I suppose you will go too before long." 

This had been unkind, and Peter had 
made a speech in which he had said so. 
But the little aflfair had taken place in the 
beginning of the boycotting disarrangements, 
and Mr. Jones had been bitter in spirit. 
Now the girls had shown how deftly they 
could do the work, and had begun to talk 
pleasantly how well they could manage to 
save the wages and the food. " It's my food 
you'll have to save, and my wages," said 
Captain Clayton. But this had been before 
he had a hole driven through him, and he 
was only awed by a frown. 

But now news was brought in that Feemy 
had crept in at the back door. " Drat her 
imperence," said Peter, who brought in the 
news. "It's like her ways to come when 
she can't get a morsel of wholesome food 
elsewhere." 

T a 



276 THE LANDLEAGUEB8. 

Then Ada and Edith had rushed off to 
lay hold of the delinquent, who .had indeed 
left a feeling in the hearts of her mistresses 
of some love for her little foibles. " Oh ! 
Feemy, so you've come back again," said 
Ada, "and you've grown so big!" But 
Feemy cowered and said not a word. "What 
have you been doing all the time ?" said 
Edith. " Miss Ada and I have had to clean 
out all the pots and all the pans, and all 
the gridirons, though for the matter of that 
there has been very little to cook on them." 
Then Ada asked the girl whether she intended 
to come back to her old place. 

"If Fm let," said the girl, bursting into 
tears. 

" Where are the shoes and stockings ? " 
said Ada. 

But the girl only wept. 

" Of course you shall come back, shoes 
or no shoes. I suppose times have been too 
hard with you at home to think much of 
shoes or stockings. Since your poor cousin 
was shot in jail," — for Feemy was a cousin 
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of the tribe of Carrolls, — " I fear it hasn't 
gone very yrell with you all." But to this 
Feemy had only answered by renewed sobs. 
She had, however, from that moment taken 
up her residence as of yore in the old house, 
and had gone about her business just as 
though no boycotting edict had been pro- 
nounced against Castle Morony. 

And gradually the other servants had 
returned, falling back into their places almost 
without a word spoken. One boy, who had 
in former days looked after the cows, abso- 
lutely did come and drive them in to be 
milked one morning without saying a word. 

**And who are you, you young deevil?" 
said Peter to him. 

" Vm just Larry O'Brien." 

"And what business have you here ? " said 
Peter. "How many months ago is it since 
last year you took yourself off without even 
a word said to man or woman ? Who wants 
you back again now, I wonder?" 

The boy, who had grown half-way to a 
man since he had taken his departure, made 
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no further answer, but went on with the 
milking of his cows. 

And the old cook came back again from 
Galway, though she came after the writing of 
a letter which must have taken her long to 
compose, and the saying of many words. 

" Honoured Miss,'' the letter went, " IVe 
been at Peter Corcoran's doing work any time 
these twelve months. And glad I've been to 
find a hole to creep into, But Peter Corcoran's 
house isn't like Castle Morony, and so I've told 
him scores of times. But Peter is one of them 
Landleaguers, and is like to be bruk', horse, 
foot, and dragoons, bekaise he wouldn't serve 
the gentry. May the deevil go along with 
him, and with his poUytiks. Sure you know, 
miss, they wouldn't let me stay at Castle 
Morony. Wasn't one side in poUitiks the 
same as another to an old woman like me, who 
only wants to 'arn her bit and her sup ? I 
don't care the vally of a tobacco-pipe for none 
of them now. So if the squire would take me 
back again, may God bless him for iver and 
iver, say I." Then this letter was signed Judy 
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Corcoran, — ^for she too was of the family of 
the Corcorans, — and became the matter for 
many arrangements, in the course of which 
she once more was put into office as cook at 
Castle Morony. 

Then Edith wrote the following letter to 
her friend Kachel, who still remained in Lon- 
don, partly because of her health and partly 
because her father had not yet quite settled his 
political affairs. But that shall be explained in 
another chapter. 

** Dearest Kachel, 

" Here we are beginning to see daylight, 
after having been buried in Cimmerian dark- 
ness for the best part of two years. I never 
thought how possible it would be to get along 
without servants to look after us, and how 
much of the pleasures of life might come 
without any of its comforts. Ada and I for 
many months have made every bed that has 
been slept in in the house, till we have come 
to think that the making of beds is the proper 
employment for ladies. And every bit of food 
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has been cooked by us, till that too has become 
ladylike in our eyes. And it has been done 
for papa, who has, I think, liked his bed and 
his dinner all the better, because they have 
passed through his daughters' hands. But, 
dear papa ! Fm afraid he has not borne the 
Cimmerian darkness as well as have we, who 
have been young enough to look forward to 
the return of something better. 

" What am I to say to you about Frank, 
who will not talk much of your perfections, 
though he is always thinking of them ? I 
believe he writes to you constantly, though 
what he says, or of what nature it is, I can 
only guess. I presume he does not send 
many messages to Lord Castlewell, who, how- 
ever, as far as I can see, has behaved beau- 
tifully. What more can a girl want than to have 
a lord to fall in love with her, and to give her 
up just as her inclination may declare itself ? 

" What I write for now, specially, is to 
add a word to what I presume Frank may 
have said in one of his letters. Papa says 
that neither you nor Mr. O'Mahony are to 
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think of leaving this side of the water without 
coming down to Castle Morony. We have 
got a cook now, and a cow-boy. What 
more can you want ? And old Peter is here 
still, always talking about the infinite things 
which he has done for the Jones family. 
Joking apart, you must of course come and 
see us again once before you start for New 
York. Is Frank to go with you? That is 
a question to which we can get no answer 
at all from Frank himself. 

" In your last you asked me about my 
afiairs. Dear girl, I have no afiairs. I am 
in such a position that it is impossible for 
me to have what you would call afikirs. 
Between you and Frank everything is settled. 
Between me and the man to whom you allude 
there is nothing settled,— except that there 
is no ground for settlement. He must go 
one way and I another. It is very sad, you 
will say. I, however, have done it for myself 
and I must bear the burden. 

'^ Yours always lovingly, 

"Edith." 



CHAPTER XLIX. 



It is not to be supposed that Mr. Jones 
succumbed altogether to the difficulties which 
circumstances had placed in his way. His 
feelings had been much hurt both by those 
who had chosen to call themselves his enemies 
and by his friends, and under such usage he 
became somewhat sullen. Having suffered a 
grievous misfortune he had become violent 
with his children, and had been more severely 
hurt by the death of the poor boy who had 
been murdered than he had confessed. But 
he had still struggled on, saying but little to 
anybody till at last he had taken Frank into 
his confidence, when Frank had returned from 
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London with his marriage engagement dis- 
solved. And the re-engagement had not at 
all interfered with the renewed intimacy be- 
tween Frank and his father, because the girl 
was absolved from her singing. The father 
had feared that the son would go away from 
him, and lead an idle life, enjoying the luxuries 
which her rich salary would purchase. Frank 
had shared his father's feelings in this respect, 
but still the squire had had his misgivings. 
All that was now set to rights by the absolute 
destruction of poor Eachel's voice. 

Poor Mr. Jones had indeed received com- 
fort from other sources more material than 
this. His relatives had put their heads 
together, and had agreed to beaj* some part 
of the loss which had fallen upon the estate ; 
not the loss, that is, from the submerged 
meadows, which was indeed Mr. Jones's own 
private concern, but from the injury done to 
him by the commissioners. Indeed, as things 
went on, that injury appeared to be less ex- 
tensive than had been imagined, though the 
injustice, as it struck Mr. Jones's mind, was 
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not less egregious. Where there was a shred 
of a lease the sub-commissioners were power- 
less, and though attempts had been made to 
break the leases they had failed ; and men 
were beginning to say that the new law 
would be comparatively powerless because it 
would do so little. The advocates for the 
law pointed out that, taking the land of 
Ireland all through, not five per cent., — and 
again others not two per cent, — would be 
affected by it. Whether it had been worth 
while to disturb the sanctity of contracts for 
so small a result is another question ; but our 
Mr. Jones certainly did feel the comfort that 
came to him from the fact. Certain fragments 
of land had been reduced by the sub-com- 
missioners after ponderous sittings, very bene- 
ficial to the lawyers, but which Mr. Jones had 
found to be grievously costly to him. He 
had thus agreed to other reductions without 
the lawyers, and felt those also to be very 
grievous, seeing that since he had purchased 
the property with a Parliamentary title he had 
raised nothing. There was no satisfaction to 
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him when he was told that a Parliamentary 
title meant nothing, because a following Par- 
liament could undo what a preceding Parlia- 
ment had done. But as the arrangements 
went on he came to find that no large pro- 
portion of the estates would be affected, and 
that gradually the rents would be paid. They 
had not been paid as yet, but such he was 
told was the coming prospect. Pat Carroll 
had risen up as a great authority at Ballin- 
tubber, and had refused to pay a shilling. 
He had also destroyed those eighty acres of 
meadow-land which had sat so near Mr. 
Jones's heart. It had been found impossible 
to punish him, but the impossibility was to 
be traced to that poor boy's delinquency. As 
the owner of the property turned it all over 
within his own bosom, he told himself that 
it was so. It was that that had grieved him 
most, that which still sat heavy on his heart. 
But the boy was gone, and Pat Carroll was in 
prison, and Pat Carroll's brother had been 
murdered in Gal way court-house. Lax, too, 
was in prison, and Yorke Clayton swore by 
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all his gods that he should be hanged. It 
was likely that he would be hanged, and 
Yorke Clayton might find his comfort in 
that. And now , had come up this terrible 
afiair at Kerrycullion, from which it was 
probable that the whole mystery of the new 
aristocracy would be abandoned. Mr. Jones, 
as he thought of it all, whispered to himself 
that if he would still hold up his head, life 
might yet be possible at Castle Morony. " It 
will only be for myself, — only for myself and 
Ada," he said, still mourning greatly over his 
fate. "And Ada will go, too. The beauty 
of the flock will never be left to remain here 
with her father." But in truth his regrets 
were chiefly for Edith. If that bloodthirsty 
Captain would have made himself satisfied 
with Ada, he might still have been happy. 

In these days he would walk down fre- 
quently to the meadows and see the work 
which the men were doing. He had greatly 
enlarged them, having borrowed money for 
the purpose from the Government Land Com- 
missioners, and was once again allowing new 
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hopes to spring in his heart. Though he 
was a man so silent, and appearing to be 
so apathetic, he was intent enough on his 
own purposes when they became clear before 
his eyes. From his first coming into this 
country his purport had been to do good, as 
far as the radius of his circle went, to all 
whom it included. The necessity of living 
was no doubt the same with him as with 
others, — and of living well. He must do 
something for himseK and his children. But 
together with this was the desire, nearly 
equally strong, of being a benefactor to those 
around him. He had declared to himself 
when he bought the property that with this 
object would he settle himself down upon it, 
and he had not departed from it. He had 
brought up his children with this purpose; 
and they had learned to feel, one and all, 
that it was among the pleasures and the 
duties of their life. Then had come Pat 
Carroll, and everything had been embittered 
for him. AH Ballintubber and all Morony 
had seemed to turn against him. When he 
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found that Pat Carroll was disposed to be 
hostile to him, he made the man a liberal 
offer to take himself off to America. But 
Mr. Jones, in those days, had heard nothing 
of Lax, and was unaware that Lax was a 
dominant spirit under whom he was doomed 
to suffer. 

" I did not know you so well then," said 
Captain Clayton to Mr. * Jones, now some 
weeks hence, "or I could have told you that 
Pat Carroll is nobody. Pat Carroll is con- 
sidered nobody, because he has not been to 
New York. Mr. Lax has travelled, and Mr. 
Lax is somebody. Mr. Lax settled himself 
in County Mayo, and thus he allowed his 
influence to spread itself among us over here 
in County Galway. Mr. Lax is a great 
man, but I rather think that he will have 
to be hanged in Galway jail before a month 
has passed over his head." 

Mr. Jones usually took his son with him 
when he walked about among the meadows, 
and he again expressed his wishes to him as 
though Frank hereafter were to have the 
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management of everything. But on one occa- 
sion, towards the latter half of the afternoon, 
he went alone. There were diflferent wooden 
barriers, having sluice gates passing between 
them, over which he would walk, and at 
present there were sheep on the upper meadows, 
on which the luxuriant grass had begun to 
grow in the early summer. He was looking 
at his sheep now, and thinking to himself that 
he could find a market for them in spite of all 
that the boycotters could do to prevent him. 
But in one corner, where the meadows ceased, 
and Pat Carroll's land began, he met an old 
man whom he had known well in former years, 
named Con Heffernan. It was absolutely the 
case that he, the landlord, did not at the 
present moment know who occupied Pat 
Carroll's land, though he did know that he 
had received no rent for the last three years. 
And he knew also that Con Heffernan was a 
friend of Carroll's, or, as he believed, a distant 
cousin. And he knew also that Con was sup- 
posed to have been one of those who had 
assisted at the destruction of the sluice gates. 
" Well, Con ; how are you'^." \i^ ^"^isSi.. 

VOL. IIL ^ 
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*'Why thin, yer honour, I'm only puirly. 
It's bad times as is on us now, indeed and 
indeed." 

" Whose fault is that ? '' said the squire. 

'^ Not yer honour's. I will allys say that 
for your honour. You never did nothing to 
none of us." 

"You had land on the estate till some 
twelve months since, and then you were 
evicted for five gales of rent." 

"That's thrue, too, yer honour." 

" You ought to be a rich man now, seeing^ 
that you have got two-and-a-half years' rent 
in your pocket, and I ought to be poor, seeing^ 
that I've got none of it." 

"Is it puir for yer honour, and is it rich 
for the like of me ? " 

"What have you done with the money^ 
Con,— the five gales of rent ? " 

"'Deed, yer honour, and I don't be just 
knowing anything about it." 

'* I suppose the Landleaguers have had 
some of it." 

" I suppose they have, thin ; the black 
divil run away with them for Laaguers ! " 
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*'Have you quaxrelled with the League, 
Con ? " 

" I have quarrelled with a'most of the things 
which is a-going at the present moment/' 

" Fm sorry for that, as quarrels with old 
friends are always bad*." 

"The Laague, then, isn't any such old 
friend of mine. I niver heerd of the Laague, 
not till nigh three years ago. What with 
Faynians, and moonlighters, and Home-Rulers, 
and now with thim Laaguers, they don't lave 
a por boy any pace." 



POSTSCRIPT. 

In a preliminary note to the first volume I stated why 
this last-written novel of my father's was never completed. 
He had intended that Yorke Clayton should marry 
Edith Jones, that Frank Jones should marry Eachel 
O'Mahony, and that Lax should be hanged for the 
murder of Florian Jones ; but no other coming incident, 
or further unravelling of the story, is known. 

H. M. T. 

THB BND. 
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ADAUi. (Unifonn wiib Brsweb'b 
"Reader's Handbook.") Crown fvo. 
half.boan d, Hi. 6d. {! » p nparaKon. 

Dramatists, The Old. Crown 
Stq, clolh eitra, wita Vignatle Poi- 
traili. 6a. per Vol. 

Ben Jonson's Worke. Witli Notes 
Critical and E.planaloiy, and a Bio- 
graphical Memoir by W«. Giffokd. 
Edited bT Colosel CuNMNaHAu. 
Thiee Vols. 

Cliapma.n's Works. Complele in 
Plays complete, includinglhe doubt- 
Minor ftanslatioi^s, with an Intro- 
dnclory Essay by Aloernon Chab. 

UoDS of the fliad and Odyssey. 
r.'Towe'e WoPke. Including his 
translations. Edited, nilliNotes 
and lotioduction, by Col. Cunbikg- 



) CcrmpEeta Col- 



Egglestotl,— Roxy: ANovel. By 

boards, SB. ; cr, Svo, cloth eitia,'3B. 6d! 

Emanuel,— On Diamonds and 

a^'propertilsl'witb Simple?eait f™ 
ascettaininBthcir Reality. By Harhi 
Emahuel, F.R.G.S. With numerou! 
lllaBlrationa,tintedandpliin. r 



full Estimates of Cost, Quaulilies, tec. 
ByCJ.RiCHARDBON. third edition. 
With nearly 6aa Illustrations. Crown 
■ ■■ - ^a,7B .6d. 



Ewald (Alex. Charles, F.S.A?), 



ChaMes Stuart, Count of Albany, 
commonlv called the Youns Pro- 





— The 


Folk 


Lora 


of 










M.A. 




-S 


V'fa" 




Edwards, Beth am.. 


-Felicia: 
























8vo, cloth 


lira. Si 







37 Illustrations. Crown Bvo, Is.; cloth, 
js.6a^ ' 

FalVholt,— Tobacco : lis His- 

count of the Plant and ite MauD- 
faclure.and its Modes of Use in all 
ARea and Countries. By F. W. Fair. 
HOLT. F.S.A. With Coloured Frontii. 
piece and upwardi of loo Illusti*. 
lions by the Author. Crown 6va, cloth 
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Familiar Allusions: A Hand- 

inciudiog the Nautea of CeiebralJ 
Statues, PaiotingBi Palaces, Couotin 
Sttats.Ruins.Churches, Ships, Streets, 

like. ■ By W,lli*m1"%hkelI''h, 
Aothor of" NoMd Names of Fiction ; " 


Franclllon (R. E.), Novels byt 

post Svo. iliasT. boards,' IB. each. 
Olympta. 

One by One, 

Esther'B Glovo, Fcap. 8yo, picture 


Bvo, cloth eitra, 71 6d. ^ 


French Literature, History of. 
By HEKny Van Lauh. Complete in 
3 Vols., demy Svo, cl. bda„7>. Bfl. eSeb. 

Frost (Thomas), Works by: 

C™cTa*Llfe''ind c" ™8'bt^ebHt^e^ 


Faraday (Michael), Works by : 

The Chemical History of a Candle : 

Lectures delivered before ajuvenile 


On tha Various Fopoei of Nature, 
and Ihek Relations to each other: 

Edited by William CiooK.B, F.C.s: 
Post avo cloth eiira, with Dumerous 
liluatrauoDi. te. 6d. 


Fry.— Royal Guide to the Lon- 

Fny. Sbowioe, in alpbabetlcal order, 

dress, Objects. Annual Income, Chief 
Officials. &e. Pobtibhed Annually. 


Fln-Bec — The Cupboard 

Papers: Observatiooa oo the An ol 


Gardening Books: 

house: PiacticalAdvice to Amaiaut 


Fitzgerald (Percy), Woi*(<a by : 

£,^Co^W?pog Pay?*™flh Kfr 

aod^a'view" oTT Li.er^S 
Wotk.ng Life. Cro«u Svo, cloth 


Our Kl'tohen Garden The Plants ive 
Giov-, and How we Cook Tbsm. 

Garden that Paid the Rent," &o! 
Post Bvo, cloth limp. 14. Bd. 

about Flewers. By Tou and Jahe 

Jfo-tMimp la"^'''""' """^ ""*' 


Post Svo, illustrated boards, SB. each. 
Bella Donna. 
Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mrs. Tlllotaon. 


The Garden that Paid Ihe Rent. 
lHt2'?ove"w!'°cloTMi'mp!'i'«'M^ 

Cr. Svo. cl. extra. Ga. ; gilt edges, fis. 


Seventy five Broodo Street. 


Gentleman's Magaiine (The) 

■'The New Abelai^," Robkbt" Bu^ 

fIrS's., iialsi conOn'ued m^Mj.^' 
•.•Sowrfody.lkti'alumiforSAtiui.iit 

flsavriss '"•■■■■"■' 


Fletoher'9 (Giles, B.D.) Com- 

pteto Pooma: Chrisfa Viclorie in 
Heaven. Chrisfj Victorio on Earth, 

M'innt Poems"'°Witb'Mam°1i'aSin"* 
duction and Notes, by the Bev. A. 
B. Gbosasi, D.D. Crown Bvo, cloth 
boards, Gs. 


Fonblanque.— Filthy Lucre : A 
PosTsvo, Ulusiwed toards,''aj:*"^'"' 


Gentleman's Annual (The). 

Complete Novels by PgRcy Fitz- 
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Garrett.— The Capel Girls: A 

Novel. By Edward Garrett. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. ; crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

German Popular Stories. Col- 
lected by the Brothers Grimm, and 
Translated by Edgar Taylor. Edited, 
with an Introduction, by John Ruskin. 
With 22 Illustrations on Steel by 
George Cruikshank. Square 8vo, 
cloth extra, 68. 6d. ; gilt edges, 78. 6d. 

Gibbon (Charles), Novels by : 

Each in crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; 
or post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Robin Gray. 

For Lack of Gold. 

What will the World Say? 

In Honour Bound. 

In Love and War. 

For the King. 

Queen of the Meadow. 

In Pastures Green. 



Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
The Dead IHeart. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 
The Braes of Yarrow. 
The Flower of the Forest. 
A Heart's Problem. 
The Golden Shaft. 
Of High Degree. 

Fancy-Free. Three Vols., crown 
8vo, 31s. 6d. [In the press. 

Gilbert (William), Novels by : 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Dr. Austin's Guests. 
The Wizard of the Mountain. 
James Duke, Costermonger. 



Gilbert (W. S.), Original Plays 

by : In Two Series, each complete in 
itself, price 28. 6d. each. First Series 
contains The Wicked World — Pygma- 
lion and Galatea — Charity — The 
Princess — The Palace of Truth — Trial 
bjr. Jury. The ShxoNO Series con- 
tains Broken Hearts — Engaged — 
Sweethearts — Gretchen — Dan'J Druce 
—Tom Cobb— H. M.S. Pinafore— The 
Sorcerer — The Pirates of Penzance. 

Glenny.— A Year's Work in 

Garden and Greenhouse: Practical 
Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to 
the Management of the Flower, Fruit, 
and Frame Garden. By George 
Glenny. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 



Godwin. — Lives of the Necro. 

mancers. Bv William Godwin. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 

Golden Library, The : 

Square i6mo (Tauchnitz size), cloth 
limp, 2s. per volume. 

Bayard Taylor's Oivereions of the 
Echo Club. 

Bennett's (Dr. W. C.) Ballad History 
of England. 

Bennett's (Dp. W. C.) Songs for 
Sailors. 

Byron's Don Juan. 

Godwin's (William) Lives of the 
Necromancers. 

Holmes's Autocrat of the Break- 
fast Table. With an Introduction 
by G. A. Sala. 

Hoimes'c- 9 o'essop at the Break- 
fast TaOie 

Hood's Whims and Oddities. Com- 
plete. All the original Illustrations. 

Irving's (Washington) Tales of a 
Traveller. 

Irving's (Washington) Talcs of the 
Alhambra. 

Jesse's (Edward) Scenes and Oc- 
cupations of a Country Life. 

Lamb's Essays of Ella. Both Scries 
Complete in One Vol. 

Leigh Hunt's Essays: A Talc for a 

Chimney Corner, and other Pieces. 
With Portrait, and Introduction by 
Edmund Olli£r. 

Maliory's (Sir Thomas) Mort 
d'Arthur: The Stories of King 
Arthur and of the Knights of the 
Round Table. Edited by B. Mont- 
GOMERiE Ranking. 

* Pascal's Provinoial Letters. A New 

Translation, with Historical Intro- 
duction and Notes,byT.M*CRiK,D.D. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Complete. 

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and Moral 
Reflections. With Notes, and In- 
troductory Essay by Sainte-Beuvb. 

St. Pierre's Paul and Virginia, and 
The Indian Cottage. Edited, with 
Lite, by the Rev. E. Clarkk. 

Shelley'^ Early Poems, and Queen 
iVIab. V/itli Essay by Licir.n Ulnf. 

Shelley's Later Poems: Laoii and 
Cythna, «.Vc. 

Shelley's Postliumous Poems, the 
Shelley PaiDers, &c. 

Shelley's Prose Works, including; A 

Refutation of Deism, Zustrozzi, St. 

Irvyne, &c. 
White's Natural History of Sel- 

borne. Edited, with Additions, by 

Thomas Brown, F.L.S. 
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Golden Treasury of Thought, 

The: An ENCYCLOPiCDiA of Quota- 
tions from Writers of all Times and 
Countries. Selected and Edited by 
Theodore Taylor. Crown 8vo, cloth 
gilt and gilt edges, 78. 6d. 



Gordon Gumming. — In the 

Hebrides. By C. F. Gordon Gumming, 
Author of " At Home in Fiji.'* With 
Autotype Facsimile and numerous 
full-page Illustrations. Demy 8vo, 
cloth extra, 8s. 6d. 

Graham. — The Professor's 

Wife : A Storjr. By Leonard Graham. 
Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, Is.; cloth 
extra, 28. 6d. 



Greeks and Romans, The Life 

of the, Described from Antique Monu- 
ments. By Ernst Guhl and W. 
KoNER. Translated from the Third 
German Edition, and Edited by Dr. 
F. HuEFFER. With 545 Illustrations. 
New and Cheaper Edition, demy Svo, 
cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Greenwood (James),Works by: 

Tlie Wilds of London. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Low-Life Deeps : An Account of the 
Strange Fish to be Found There. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Dlcl< Temple: A Novel. Post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 

Guyot.— The Earth and Man ; 

or, Physical Geography in its relation 
to the History of Mankind. By 
Arnold Guyot. With Additions by 
Professors Agassiz, Pierce, and Gray; 
12 Maps and Engravings on Steel, 
some Coloured, and copious Index. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, 4s. 6d. 

Hair (The) : Its Treatment in 
Health, Weakness, and Disease. 
Translated from the German of Dr. J. 
PiNCUS. Crown Svo, Is. ; cloth. Is. 6d. 

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), 

Poems by: 

Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to, clcth 
extra, 8s. 

New Symbols. Crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 6s. 

Legends of the Morrow. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 6s. 

The Serpent Play. Crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 6s. 



Haif-Hours with Foreign Nov- 
elists. With Notices of their Lives 
and Writings. By Helen and Alicb 
Zimmern. a New Edition. Two Vols., 
crown Svo, cloth extra, 12s. 

Hall.— Sketches of Irish Cha- 
racter. By Mrs. S. C. Hall. With 
numerous Illustrations on Steel and 
Wood by Maclise, Gilbert, Harvey, 
and G. Cruikshank. Medium Svo, 
cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6d. 

Halllday.— Everyday Papers. 

By Andrew Halliday. Post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 

Handwriting^ The Philosophy 

of. With over lOO Facsimiles and Ex- 
planatory Text. By Don Felix dk 
Salamanca. Post Svo, cloth limp,2s. 6d. 

Hanky-Panky : A Collection of 
Very EasyTricks.Very Difl&cult Tricks, 
White Magic, Sleight of Hand, &c. 
Edited by W. H. Cremer. With 200 
Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 
4s. 6d. 



Hardy (Lady Duffus). — Paul 

Wynter's Sacrifice: A Story. By 
Lady Duffus Hardy. Post Svo, illust 
boards, 2s. 

Hardy (Thomas).— Under the 

Greenwood Tree. By Thomas Hardy, 

^ Author of " Far from the Madding 

Crowd." Crown Svo, cloth extra, 

3s. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Hawels (Mrs. H. R.), Works by : 

The Art of Dress. With numerous 
Illustrations. Small Svo, illustrated 
cover, Is. ; cloth limp, Is. 6d. 

The Art of Beauty. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 
with Coloured Frontispiece and Il- 
lustrations, 6s. 

The Art of Decoration. Square Svo, 
handsomely bound and pro^sely 
Illustrated, 10s. 6d. 

Chaucer for Children: A Golden 
Key. With Eight Coloured Pictures 
and numerous Woodcuts. New 
Edition, small 4to, cloth extra, 63. 

Chaucer for Schools. Demy Svo, 
cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Hawels (Rev. H. R.).— American 
Humorists. Includmg Washington 
Irving, Oliver Wendell Holmes, 
Jamrs Russell Lowbll» Artemus 
•Ward, Mark Twain, and Bret Hastb. 
By the Rot. H. R. Hiwsxs,. UJL 
Crown Svo, cloth eitra, U, , 
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Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Garth. 

Eillce Quentln. 

Sebastian Strome. 

Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. 
Fcap. 8vo, illustrated cover. Is. ; 
cloth extra, 28. 6d. 

Prince Saronl's Wife. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 'da. 6d. 

Oust: A Novel. Crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 38. (kL 

Fortune's Fool. Three Vols., crown 
8vo, 31s. 6d. 

Heath (F. G.). — My Garden 

Wild, and What I Grew There. By 
Francis George Heath, Author ol 
" The Fern World," &c. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 5s. ; cloth gilt, and gilt 
edges, 6s. 

Helps (Sir Arthur), Works by : 

Animals and their Masters. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Social Pressure. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
28. 6d. 

Ivan de Biron : A Novel. Crown 8vo, 
,^ cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 

Heptalogia (The); or, The 

Seven against Sense. A Cap with 
Seven Bells. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Herbert.— -The Poems of Lord 

Herbert of Cherbury. Edited, with 
an Introduction, by J. Churton 
Collins. Crown 8vo, bound in parch- 
ment, 8s. 

Herrick's (Robert) Hesperides, 

Noble Numbers, and Complete Col 
lected Poems. With Memorial- Intro 
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D.D., Steel Portrait, Index 
of First Lines, and Glossarial Index 
&c. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth 
boards, 18s. 



Hesse - Wartegg (Chevalier 

Ernst von), Works by : 
Tunis: The Land and the Peopla 
With 22 Illustrations. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

The New South-West: Travelling 
Sketches from Kansas, New Mexico, 
Arizona, and Northern Mexico. 
With loo fine Illustrations and 3 
Maps, Pemy Svo, cloth extra, 
1^. [In preparation. 



Hindley (Charies)^ Works by: 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings : In- 
cluding the Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscences connected with 
Taverns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c. 
With Illustrations. 

The Life and Adventures of a Cheap 
Jacic. By One of the Fraternity. 
Edited by Charles Hindley. 

Holmes(OliverWende!l),Work8 

by: 
The Autocrat of the Brealcfast- 
Table Illustrated by J. Gordon 
Thomson. Post Svo, cloth limp, 
2s. 6d.; another Edition in smaller 
type, with an Introduction by G. A. 
Sala. Post Svo, cloth limp, W. 

The Professor at the Brealdkst- 
Table; with the Story of Iris. Post 
Svo, cloth limp, 28. 

Holmes. — The Science of 

Voice Production and Voice Rpeaer- 
vation: A Popular Manual for the 
Use of Speakers an)l Singers. By 
Gordon Holmes, M.D. Crown Svo, 
cloth limp, with Illustrations, 2b. 6d. 

Hood (Thomas): 

Hood's Choice Works, in Prose and 
Verse. Including the Cream ol the 
Comic Annuals. With Life of the 
Author, Portrait, abd 200 Illustra- 
tions. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Hood's Whims and Oddities. Com- 
plete. With all the original Illus- 
trations. Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 

Hood (Tom), Works by: 

From Nowhere to thn North Pole: 

A Noah's ArksBolog; »l Narrative. 
With 25 lUustratiocji by W. Brun- 
TON and £. C. Ba, mes. Square 
crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt edges, Ga. 

A Golden Heart ; A Novel. Post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 2b. 

Hook's (Theodore) Choice Hu- 
morous Works, including his Ludi- 
crous Adventures,Bons Mots, Puns and 
Hoaxes. With a New Life of the 
Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, and 
Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 
gilt, 7s. 6d. 

Home.— Orion : An Epic Poem, 

in Three Books. By Richard Hbn- 
GisT HoRNB. With Photographic 
Portrait from a Medallion by Sum- 
mers. Tenth Edition, crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 79. 
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Howell.— Confl lots of Capital 

and LBboup, Hisicricall, .ad Sec 
noinicallj dousidatai : Jioing B His- 
IQiy and Review of Ihe Trade Unions 
Df6realBrilaiD, showing IheirUiigln, 



Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by : 

c?oih «!«.'»«. 6ilVpos1™toI illus- 
Unted boanli. Is. 
Tha Leadin Casket. Crown Sm, 
c1d1)i eilFR, 3s. 6a, ; pual Svo, illDs- 



Irving (Henry).— The Paradox 

tionsi Som Dideiot's '' Le taiadaie 
aur le Comfdiao," by Wa!.tkk H.e- 
RiES Pollock. Witb a Preiace by 



Irving (Washington),Work8 byr 



James— Confidence : A Novel. 
By Henhv Jam^s, Jan. Crown Svo, 
cloth eitia. 3a. SiL ; poit Svo, iUus- 



Jennlngs (H. J.) CurlOBltles 

of CrltloHm. ByfisMRvJ.jEMmKQB. 
FoBi dvo, clotb limp, Is. 6d. 



Jerrold (Tom), Works by: 
Tha Garden that Paid *i<» R- 



B'' To- J;R-o..n. 



TOH JRRRI 
P.U.M. 



Jesse.^Scenes and Occupa- 
tions of H Country LlfS, By Edward 

Jonee (William, F.S.A.), Works 

by: 
Flngei^RIng Lore: Itlstoricsl, La- 



Talianiaiu.Woti] and LetlerDiv 
AnimalSi Birdi, Egga, Luck, 



a BioEraphical Memoir by Wiluau 
GiFFOKO. Edited by Colonel Cun- 
HiKGHAM. Three Vola., crown Svo, 



Josephus.ThsCompleteWorks 

of. Ttanslalfd by Whi9tok. Cnn- 
Uinin^ balb "Tha AntiqailicB of Ihe 

W)d Maps,"clolti'fIlrn, gill, IK, 
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Mackay. — Interludes and Un- 
dertones : Poems of the End of Life. 
By Charles Mackay, LL.D. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6a. [/n thepress. 

Magician's Own Bool^ TThe^: 

Performances with Cups and Balls, 
Eggs, Hats. Handkerchiefs, &c. All 
from actual Experience. Edited by 
W. H. Cremer. With 200 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4b. 6d. 

Magic No Mystery : Tricks with 

Cards, Dice, Balls, &c., with fully 
descriptive Directions; the Art of 
Secret Writing ; Training of Perform- 
ing Animals, &c. With Coloured 
Frontispiece and many Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4b. 6d. 

Magna Ciiarta. An exact Fac- 
simile of the Original in the British 
Museum, printed on fine plate paper, 
3 feet by 2 feet, with Arms and Seals 
emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 
Price 5b. 

Mallock (W. H.), Works by: 

The New Republic ; or, Culture, Faith 
and Philosophy in an English Country 
House. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. ; 
Cheap Edition, illustrated boards, 28. 

The New Paul and Virginia ; or, Posi- 
tivism on an Island. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Poems. Small 4to, bound in parch- 
ment, 8b. 

l8 Life worth Living? Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 68. 

Mailory's (Sir Thomas) Mort 

♦ d'Arthur : The Stories of King Arthtir 
and of the Knights of the Round Table. 
Edited by B. Montgomerie Ranking. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Marlowe's Works. Including 

his Translations. Edited, with Notes 
and Introduction, by Col. Cunning- 
ham. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Marryat (Florence), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3s. 6d. each ; or, 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Open ! Sesame ! 

Written In Fire. 



Mark Twain, Works by: 

The Choice Works of Mark Twfaln. 
Revised and Corrected throughout by 
the Author. With Life, Portrait, and 
numerous Illustrations. Crovm 8to, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. 

With 100 Illustrations. Small Svo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. Cheap £ditiom, 
illnst rated boards, 28. 

An Idle Excurslon,and other Sketches. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2b. 

The Prince and the Pauper. With 
nearly 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

The innocents Abroad ; or. The New 
Pilgrim's Progress : Being some Ac- 
count of the Steamship " Quaker 
City's " Pleasure Excursion to 
Europe and the Holy Land. With 
234 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. Cheap Edition (under 
the title of " Mark Twain's Plrasurr 
Trip "), post Svo, illust. boards, 28. 

A Tramp Abroad. With 314 lUustra- 
tions. Orown Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Stolen White Elephant, &o. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

Life on the Mississippi. With about 
300 Original Illustrations. Crown 
Svo, clotn extra, 78. 6d. 



Post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
A Harvest of Wild Oats. 
A Little Stepson. 
Fighting the Air. 



Massinger's Plays. From the 
Text of William Gifford. Edited 
by Col. Cunningham. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 68. 

Mayhew. — London Characters 

and the Humorous Side of London 
Life. By Henry Mayhew. With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Mayfair Library, The.: 

Post Svo, cloth limp, 2a. 6d. per \ olume. 

A Journey Round My Room. By 
Xavier db Maistrb. Translated 
by Henry Attwell. 

Latter-Day Lyrics. Edited by W. 
Davenport Adams. 

Quips and Quiddities. Selected by 
W. Davenport Adams. 

The Agony Column of "The Times," 
from iSoo to 1870. Edited, with an 
Introduction, by Alice Clay. 

Balzac's "Comedle Humaine" and 
its Author. With Translations by 
H. H. Walker. 

Melancholy Anatomised : A Popular 
Abridgment of "Burton's Anatomy 
of Melancholy." 

Gastronomy as a Fine Art. By 
Brillat-Savarin. 
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Mayfair Library, continued— 
The Speeches of Charles Dickens. 

Literary Frivolities. Fancies, Follies, 
and Frolics. By W. T. Dobson. 

Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentrici- 
ties. Selected and Edited by W. T. 
Dobson. 

The Cupboard Papers. By Fin-Beg. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gilbert. 
First Series. Containing: The 
Wiclied World — Pygmalion and 
Galatea— Charity — The Princess — 
The Palace of Truth— Trial by Jury. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gilbert. 
Second Series. Containing : Broken 
Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts — 
Gretchen— Dan'l Druce — ^Tom Cobb 
— H.M.S. Pinafore — The Sorcerer 
— ^The Pirates ot Penzance. 

Animals and their Masters. By Sir 
Arthur Helps. 

Social Pressure. By Sir Arthur 

Helps. . 
Curiosities of Criticism. By Hehry 

J. Jennings. 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table. 
By Oliver Wendell Holmes. Il- 
lustrated by J. Gordon Thomson. 

Pencil and Palette. By Robert 
Kempt. 

Clerical Anecdotes. By Jacob Lar- 
wood. 

Forensic Anecdotes: or, Humour and 
Curiosities of the Law and Men of 
Law. By jAcee Larwood. 

Theatrical Anecdotes. By Jacob 
Larwood. 

Carols of Cockayne. By Henry S. 
Leigh. 

Jeux d'Esprit. Edited by Henry S. 
Leigh. 

True IHistory of Joshua Davidson. 

By £. Lynn Linton. 
Witch Stories. By E. Lynn Linton. 

Pastimes and Players. By Robert 
Macgregor. 

The New Paul and Virginia. By 
W. H. Mallock. 

The New Republic. By W. H. Mal- 
lock. 

Muses of Mayfair. Edited by H. 
Cholmondeley-Pennell. 

Thoreau : His Life and Aims. By 
H. A. Page. 

Puck on Pegasus. By H.CuolmondB' 
ley-Pennell. 

Punlana. By the Hon. Hugh Rowley. 

More Punlana. By the Hon. Hugh 
Rowley. 

The Philosophy of Handwriting. By 
Don Felix de Salamanca, 



Mayfair Library, continued — 

By Stream and Sea. By William 

Senior. 
Old Stories Re-told. By Walter 

Thornbury. 
Leaves fk*om a Naturalist's Note- 

Book. By Dr. Andrew Wilson. 

Medicine, Family. — One Thou- 
sand Medical Maxims and Surgical 
Hints, for Infancy, Adult Life, Middle 
Age, and Old Age. By N. £. Davies, 
Licentiate of the Royal College of 
Physicians of London. Crown 8vo, 
18. ; cloth, Is. 6d. 

Merry Circle (The) : A Book of 

New Intellectual Games and Amuse- 
ments. By Clara Bellbw. With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 4g. 6d. 

Middlemass (Jean), Novels by: 

Toucii and Go. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 3s. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated 
boards, 28. 

Mr. Dorililon. Post Svo, illustrated 
boards, 2 8. 

Miller. — Physiology for the 

Young: or, The House of Life: Hu- 
man physiology, with its application 
to the Preservation of Health. For 
use in Classes and Popular Reading. 
With numerous Illustrations By Mrs. 
F. Fenwick Miller. Small Svo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6 d. 

Milton (J. L.), Works by: 
The Hygiene of the Si<ln. A Concise 
Set of Rules for the Management ot 
the Skin ; with Directions for Diet, 
Wines. Soaps, Baths, &c. Small Svo, 
Is. ; cloth extra. Is. 6d. 

The Bath in Diseases of the Sl<ln. 
Small Svo, Is. ; cloth extra, Is. 6d. 

The Laws of Life, and their Relation 
to Diseases of the Skin. Small Svo, 
Is . ; cloth extra, Is. 6d. 

Moncrieff. — The Abdication ; 

or, Time Tries All. An Historical 
Drama. By W. D. Scott-Moncrieff. 
With Seven Etchings by John Pettie, 
R.A., W. Q. Orchardson, R.A., J. 
MacWhirter,A.R.A., Colin Hunter, 
R. Macbeth, and Tom Graham. Large 
4 to, bound in buckram, 21s. 

Murray (D. Christie), Novels 

by: 
A Life's Atonement. Crown Svo, cloth 

extra. 38. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated 

boards, 28. 
Joseph's Coat. With Illustrations by 

F. Barnard. Crown Svo, clcth extra, 

38 6d. 
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R. A. Proctor's Works, continued — 

Our Place among infinities: A Series 
of Essays contrasting our Little 
Abode in Space and Time with the 
Infinities Around us. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 6s. 

Tlie Expanse of Heaven : A Series 
of Essays on the Wonders of the 
Firmament. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Saturn and Its System. New and 
Revised Edition, with 13 Steel Plates. 
Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 10s. 6d. 

Tlie Great Pyramid: Observatory, 
Tomb, and Temple. With Illus- 
trations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Mysteries of Time and Space. With 
Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. 

Wages and Wants of Science 
Workers. Crown Svo, la. 6d. 

Pyrotechnist's Treasury (The); 

or. Complete Art of Making Fireworks. 
Bv Thomas Kentish. With numerous 
Iliustfations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 
4b. 6d. 

Rabelais' Works. Faithfully 

Translated from the French, with 
variorum Notes, and numerous charac- 
teristic Illustrations by Gustave 
DoRB. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Rambosson. — Popular Astro- 
nomy. By J. Rambosson, Laureate 
of the Institute of France. Trans- 
lated by C. B. Pitman. Crown Svo, 
cloth gilt, with numerous Illustrations, 
and a beautifully executed Chart of 
Spectra, 7s. 6d. 

fci ■■-— II ■■ I -■■ ■■■■ 

Reader's Handbook (The) of 

Allusions, References, Plots, and 
Stories. By the Rev. Dr. Brewer. 
Third Editicn, revised throughout, 
with a New Appendix, containmg a 
Complete English Bibliography. 
Crown Svo, 1,400 pages, cloth extra, 
78. 6d. 

- - - ■ ■ - 

Reade (Charles, D.C.L.), Novels 

by. Each post Svo, illustrated 
boards, 28.; or crown Svo, cloth 
extra. Illustrated, 3s. 6d. 

Peg Wofflngton. Illustrated by S. L. 
FiLDES, A.R.A. 

Christie Jolinstone. Illustrated by 
William Small. 

It is Never Too Late to Mend. Il- 
lustrated by G. J. Pinwell. 

Tlie Course of True Love Never did 
run Smootii. Illustrated by H$:len 
Patbrson. 



Charles Reade's Novels, continued~- 

Tiie Autobiography of a Thief; Jacic 
of all Trades; and James Lambert. 

Illustrated by Matt Stretch. 

Love me Little, Love me Long. Il- 
lustrated by M. Ellen Edwards. 

The Double Marriage. Illustrated 
by Sir John Gilbert, R.A., and 
Charles Keene. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. Il- 
lustrated by Charles Keens. 

Hard Cash. Illustrated by F. W. 
Lawson. 

Griffith Gaunt. Illustrated by S. L. 

FiLDES, A.R.A., and Wm. Small. 
Foul Play. Illustrated by Gborgb 

Du Maurier. 

Put Yourself In His Place. Illus- 
trated by Robert Barnes. 

A Terrible Temptation. Illustrated 
by Edward Hughes and A. W. 
Cooper. 

The Wandering Heir. Illustrated 
by Helen Paterson, S. L. Fildes, 
A.R. A. (Charles Green, and Henry 
Woods, A.R.A. ^ 

A Simpleton. Illustrated by Kate 
Crauford. 

A Woman-hater. Illustrated by 
Thos. Couldery. 

Readiana. With a Stedl Plate Portrait 
of Charles Reade. 

A New Collection of Stories. In 

Three Vols., crown Svo. [Preparing, 

Richardson. — A Ministry of 

Health, and other Papers. By Ben- 
jamin Ward Richardson, M.D., &c. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

Riddell (Mrs. J. H.), Novels by: 

Her iVIother's Darling. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post Svo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. 

The Prince of Wales's Garden Party, 

and other Stories. With a Frontis- 
piece by M. Ellen Edwards. CroMm 
Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Rim men (Alfred), Works by : 

Our Old Country Towns. By Alfred 
RiMMER. With over 50 Illustrations 
by the Author. Square Svo, cloth 
extra, gilt, 10s. 6d. 

Rambles Round Eton and Harrow. 
By Alfred Rimmer. With 50 Illus- 
trations by the Author. Square Svo 
cloth gilt, 10s. 6d. ' 

About England with DIcicens. With 

58 Illustrations by Alfred Rimmp.r 
and C. A..VANnF.RHOor. Squajc Svo 
cloth gilt, lOs. 64 ' 
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Robinson (F. W.), Novels by : 

Women are Strange. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

The Hands of Justice. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Robinson (Phil), Works by: 

The Poets' Birds. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 7s. 6d. 

The Poets' Beasts. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 7s. 6d. [^In preparation, 

Robinson Crusoe : A beatitiful 

reproduction of Major's Editiotk, with 
37 Woodcuts and "Two Steel Plates by 
George Cruikshank, choicelyprinted. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6cL loo 
Large- Paper copies, printed on hand- 
made paper, with India proofs of the 
Illustrations, price 36s. 



Rochefoucauld's Maxims and 

Moral Reflections. With Notes, and 
an Introductory Essay by Sainte- 
Beuve. Post 8vo, cloth limp, ^. 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The; or, 

A List of the Principal Warriors who 
came over from Normandy with Wil- 
liam the Conqueror, and Settled in 
this Country, a.d. 1066-7. With the 
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold 
and Colours. Handsomely printed, 
price 6s. 

Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by : 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6(1. each. 

Puniana: Riddles and Jokes. With 
numerous Illustrations. 

More Puniana. Profusely Illustrated. 
Russell (Clark).— Round the 

Galley-Fire. By W. Clark Russell, 
Author of "The Wreck of the 
G rosvenor." C r. 8vo, cloth extra, 6 s. 

Sala— Gaslight and Daylight. 

By George Augustus Sala. Post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Sanson. — Seven Generations 

of Executioners: Memoirs of the 
Sanson Family (1688 to 1847). Edited 
by Henry Sanson. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 3s. 6d. 

Saunders (John), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; or 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Bound to the Wheel. 

One Against the World. 

Guy Waterman. 

The Lion in the Path. 

The Two Preamer«, 



Science Gossip: An Illustrated 

Medium of Interchange and Gossip 
for Students and Lovers of Nature. 
Edited by J. E.Taylor, Ph.D., F.L.S., 
F.G.S. Monthly, price 4d; Annual 
Subscription 6s. (including Postage). 
Vols. I. to XIV. may be had 
at 7s. 6d. each; and Vols. XV. to 
XVIII. (1882), at 6s. each. Among the 
subjects included in its pages will be 
found : Aquaria, Bees, Beetles, Birds, 
Butterflies, Ferns, Fish, Flies, Fossils, 
Fungi, Geology, Lichens, Microscopes, 
Mosses, Moths, Reptiles, Seaweeds, 
Spiders, Telescopes, Wild Flowers, 
Worms, &c. 

- 

" Secret Out" Series, The : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, profusely 
Illustrated, 48. 6d. each. 

The Secret Out: One Thousstnd 
Tricks with Cards, and other Re- 
creations ; with Entertaining Experi- 
ments in Drawing-room or "White 
Magic." By W. H. Cremer. 300 
Engravings. 

The Pyrotechnist's Treasury; or, 

Complete Art of Making Fireworks 
By Thomas Kentish. With numer- 
ous Illustrations. 

The Art of Amusing: A Collection of 
Graceful ATts,Games,Tricks,Puzzles, 
and Charades. By Frank Bellew. 
With 300 Illustrations. 

HankyPanky: Very Easy Tricks, 
Very Difficult Tricks, White Magic, 
Sleight of Hand. Edited by W. H. 
Cremer. With 200 Illustrations. 

The Merry Circle: A Book of New 
Intellectual Games and Amusements. 
By Clara Bellew. With many 
Illustrations. 

iVIagician's Own Book: Performances 
with Cups and Balls, Eggs, Hats, 
Handkerchiefs, &c. All from actual 
Experience. Edited by W. H. Cre- 
mer. 200 Illustrations. 

Magic No Mystery: Tricks with 
Cards, Dice, Balls, &c., with fully 
descriptive Directions; the Art of 
Secret Writing; Training of Per- 
forming Animals, &c. With Co- 
loured Frontispiece and many Illus- 
trations. 



Senior (William), Works by : 

Travel and Trout in the Antipodes. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
By stream and Sea. Post 8vo, cloth 

limp, 2s. 60. 
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Shakespeare : 

The First Folio Shakespeare.— Mr. 

William Shakespeare's Comedies, 
Histories, and Tragedies. Published 
according to the true Originall Copies. 
London, Printed by Isaac Iaggard 
and Ed. Blount. 1623. — A Repro- 
duction of the extremely rare original, 
in reduced facsimile, by a photogra- 
phic process — ensuring the strictest 
accuracy in every detail. Small 8vo, 
half-Rozburghe, 78. 6(L 

The Lansdowne Shakespeare. Beau- 
tifully printed in red and black, in 
small but very clear type. With 
engraved facsimile of Droeshout's 
Portraitf Post 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Shakespeare for Children: Tales 
from Shakespeare. By Charles 
and Mary Lamb. With numerous 
Illustrations, coloured and plain, by 
J. MoYR Smith. Crown 4to, cloth 
gilt, 6s. 

The Handbook of Shakespeare 
Music. Being an Account of 350 
Pieces of Music, set to Words taken 
from the Plays and Poems of Shake- 
speare, the compositions ranging 
from the Elizabethan Age to the 
Present Time. By Alfred Roffe. 
4to, half-Roxburghe, 7s. 

A Study of Shakespeare. By Alger- 
non Charles Swinburne. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 83. 

Shelley's Complete Works, in 

Four Vols., post 8vo, cloth limp, 8s. ; 
or separately, 2s. each. Vol. I. con- 
tains his Early Poems, Queen Mab, 
&c., with an Introduction by Leigh 
Hunt; Vol. II., his Later Poems, 
Laon and Cythna, &c. ; Vol. III., 
Posthumous-Poems,the Shelley Papers, 
&c. ; Vol. IV., his Prose Works, in- 
cluding A Refutation of Deism, Zas- 
trozzi, St. Irvyne, &c. 

Sheridan's Complete Works, 

with Life and Anecdotes. Including 
his Dramatic Writings, printed from 
the Original Editions, his Works in 
Prose and Poetry, Translations, 
Speeches, Jokes, Puns, &c. With a 
Collection of Sheridaniana. Crown 
8vo, cloth extraj gilt, with 10 full-page 
Tinted Illustrations, 7s. 6d. 



Short Sayings of Great Men. 

With Historical and Explanatory 
Notes by Samuel A. Bent, M.A. 
Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 



Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete 

Poetical Works, including all those in 
" Arcadia.** With Portrait, Memorial- 
Introduction, Essay on the Poetry of 
Sidney, and Notes^ by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D.D. Three Vols., crown 
8vo, cloth boards, 18s. 

Signboards : Their History. 
With Anecdotes of Famous Tarems 
and Remarkable Characters. By 
Jacob Larwood and John Camden 
HoTTEN. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
with 100 Illustrations, 78. 6cL 

Sl<etchley. — A Match in the 

Dark. By Arthur Sketchley. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Slang Dictionary, The : Ety- 
mological, Historical, and Anecdotal. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 6s. 6d. 

Smith (J. Moyr), Worics by : • 

The Prince of Argolls : A Story of tne 
Old Greek Fairy Time. By J. Moyr 
Smith. Small 8vo, cloth extra, with 
130 Illustrations, 3s. 6d. 

Tales of Old Thule. Collected and 
Illustrated by J. Moyr Smith. 
Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, profusely Il- 
lustrated, 6s. 

The Wooing of the Water Witch: 
A Northern Oddity. By Evan Dal- 
dorne. Illustrated by J. Moyr 
Smith. Small 8vo, cloth extra, 6b. 

out h -West, The New : Travel- 
ling Sketches from Kansas, New 
Mexico, Arizona, and Northern Mexico. 
By Ernst von Hesse-Wartegg. 
With 100 fine Illustrations and 3 Maps. 
8vo, cloth extra, 14s. [In preparation. 

Spalding.-Elizabethan Demon- 

ology: An Essay in Illustration of 
the Belief in the Existence of Devils, 
and the Powers possessed by Them. 
By T. Alfred Spalding, LL.B. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Speight. — The Mysteries of 

Heron Dyke. By T. W. Speight. 
With a Frontispiece by M. Ellen 
Edwards. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2a. 



Spenser for Children. By M. 

H. TowRY. With Illustrations by 
Walter J. Morgan. Crown ^to, witii 
Coloured Illustrations, cloth gilt, 68. " 
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Staunton.— Laws and Practice 

of Chess; Together with an Analysis 
of the Openings, and a Treatise on 
End Games. By Howard Staunton. 
Edited b^ Robert B. Wormald. A 
New Edition, small crown 8vo, cloth 
extra. 5s. 

Stedman. — Victorian Poets : 

Critical Essays. By Edmund Cla- 
rence Stedman. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 9s. 

SterndaieTI^he Afghan Knife: 

A Novel. By Robert Armitage Stern- 
dale. F.R.G.S. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 
3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Stevenson (R.Louis), Worl<s by : 

Familiar Studies of Men and Books. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

New Arabian Nights. New and 
Cheaper Edit, Cr.Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Tlie Silverado Squatters. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6s. [/n the preset 

St.Jolin. — A Levantine Fami.y. 

By Bayle St. John. Post 8vo, ih s- 
trated boards, 2s. 

Stoddard. — Summer Cruising 

in the South Seas. By Charles 
Warren Stoddard. Illustrated by 
Wallis Mackay. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 3s. 6d. 

St. Pierre.— Paui and Virginia, 

and The Indian Cottage. By Ber- 
NARDiN de St, Pierre. Edited, with 
Life, by the Rev. E. Clarke. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 

Stralian. — Twenty Years of a 

Publisher's Life. By Alexander 
Strahan. Two Vols., crown 8vo, 
with numerous Portraits and Illus- 
trations, 24s. [In preparation. 

Strutt's Sports and Pastimes 

of the People of England ; including 
the Rural and Domestic Recreations, 
May Games, Mummeries, Shows, Pro- 
cessions, Pageants, and Pompous 
Spectacles, from the Earliest Period 
/to the Present Time. With 140 Illus- 
trations. Edited by William Hone. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Suburban Homes (Tlie) of 

London: A Residential Guide to 
Favourite London Localities^ their 
Society, Celebrities, and Associations. 
With Notes on their Rental, Rates, and 
House Accommodation. With a Map 
of Suburban London. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 



Swift's Clioice Works, in Prose 

and Verse. With Memoir, Portrait, 
and Facsimiles of the Maps in the 
Original Edition of " Gulliver's 
Travels." Cr. Bvo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 



Swinburne (Aigernon C), 

Works by: 

The Queen Mother and Rosamond. 

Fcap. 8vo, 6s. 
Atalanta in Calydon. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
Chastelard. A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 

7s. 
Poems and Ballads. First Series. 

Fcap. 8vo, 9s. Also in crown 8vo, 

at same price. 
Poems and Ballads. Second Series. 

Fcap. 8vo, 9s. Also im crown 8vo, at 

same price. 
Notes on Poems and Reviews. 8vo, 

Is. 
William Blake: A Critical Essay. 

With Facsimile Paintings. Demy 

8vo, 16s. 
Songs before Sunrise. Crown 8vo, 

10s. 6d. 
Bothwell: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 

12s. 6d. 
George Chapman : An Essay. Crown 

8vo, 7s. 
Songs of Two Nations. Crown 8vo, 

6s. 
Essays and Studies. Crown 8vo, 

12s. 
Erechtheus: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 

6s. 
Note of an English Republican on 

the Muscovite Crusade. 8vo, is. 

A Note on Charlotte Bronte. CrowB 
8vo, 6s. 

A study of Shakespeare. Crown 
8vo, 8S. 

Songs of the Springtides. Crown 
8vo, 6s. 

studies in Song. Crown 8vo, 7s. 

Mary Stuart: A Tragedy. Crown 
8vo, 8s. 

Tristram of Lyonesse, and other 
Poems. Crown 8vo, 9s. 

A Century of Roundels. Small 4to, 
cloth extra, 8s. 

Syntax's (Dr.) Tliree Tours: 

In Search of the Picturesque, in Search 
of Consolation, and in Search of a 
Wife. With the whole of Rowland- 
son's droll page Illustrations in Colours 
and a Life of the Author by J. C. 
HoTTEN. Medium 8vo, doth extra, 
7s. 6d. 



24 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Talne's History of English 

Literature. TransJated by Henry 
Van Laun. Four Vols., small 8vo, 
cloth boards, 308. — Popular Edition, 
in Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
16b. 



Taylor's (Bayard) Diversions 

of the Echo Club: Burlesques of 
Modern Writers. Post 8vo, clotn limp, 
28. 



Taylor's (Tom) Historical 

Dramas: ' Clancarty," "Jeanne 
Dare," '"Twixt Axe and Crown,'» 
"The Fool's Revenge," " Arkwright's 
Wife,*' "Anne Boleyn.'» "Plot and 
Passion." One Vol., crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. 

*^* The Plays may also be had sepa- 
rately, at Is. each. 

Thackerayana: Notes and Anec- 
dotes. Illustrated by Hundreds of 
Sketches by William Makepeace 
Thackeray^ depicting Humorous 
Incidents m his School-life, and 
Favourite Characters in the books of 
his every-day reading'. With Coloured 
Frontispiece. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 
7s. 6 d. 

Thomas (Bertha), Novels by : 

Each crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; or 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Cressida. 
Proud Malsle. 
The Violin-Player. 

Thomson's Seasons and Castle 

of Indolence. With a Biographical 
and Critical Introduction by Allan 
Cunningham, and over 50 fine Illustra- 
tions on Steel and Wood. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, gilt edges, 7s. 6d. 

Thornbury (Walter), Works 

by: 
Haunted London. Edited by Ed> 
WARD Walford, M.A. With Illus- 
trations by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

The Life and Correspondence of 
J. M. W. Turner. Founded upon 
Letters and Papers furnished by his 
Friends and fellow Academicians. 
With numerous Illustrations in 
Colours, facsimiled from Turner's 
Original Drawings. Crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 7s. 6d. 

Old Stories Re-told. Post Svo, cloth 
limp, 2s. 6d. 

Tales for the Marines. Post Svo, 
trated boards, 2s. 




TImbs (John), Works by: 

The History of Clubs and Club Life 
In London. With Anecdotes of its 
Famous Co£fee-houses, Hostelries, 
and Taverns. With numerous Illus- 
trations. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

English Eccentrics and Eccen- 
tricities: Stories of Wealth and 
Fashion, Delusions, Impostures, aad 
Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights 
and Sporting Scenes. Eccentric 
Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men of 
Letters, &c. With nearly 50 lUosts. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Torrens. — The Marquesa 

Wellesley, Architect of Empire. An 
Historic Portrait. By W. M. Tor- 
R ENS, M.P. Demy Svo , clot h extr a, Ite. 

Trollope (Anthony), Novels by: 

The Way We Live Now. With Illus- 
trations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 
3s. 6d. post Svo, illust. boards, 28. 

The American Senator. Cr Svo, cl. 
extra, 3s. 6d ; post Svo, illust. bds , 28. 

Kept in the Dark. With a Frontis- 
piece by J. E. MiLLAis, R.A. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Frau Frohmann, &,o. With Frontis- 
p.ece. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3b. 6d. 

Marion Fay. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, 38. 6d. 

Mr. Scarborough's Family. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 3s 6d. 

The Land - Leaguers. Three Vols., 
crown Svo, 31s. 6d. [Shortly. 

Trol lope( France8E.),Work8 by : 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 
Like Ships upon the Sea^ 
Mabel's Progress. 
Anno Furness. 

Trollope (T. A.). — Diamond Cut 

Diamond, and other Stories. By 
Thomas Adolphus Trollope. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra. 3s. 6d.; post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Tytier (Sarah), Novels by: 
What She Came Through. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 

The Bride's Pass. With a Frontis- 
piece by P. Mac Nab. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Van Laun.— History of French 

yterature. By Henry Van Laun. 
Complete in Three Vols., demy Svo, 
cloth boards, 7s. fid.^ach. 

Villari. — A Double Bond; A 

Story. By Linda Villari. Fcap, 
Svo, picture cover. Is. 
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Walcott.— Church Work and 

Life in Englisli Minsters; and the 
English Student's Monasticon. By the 
Rev. Mackenzie E. C. Walcott, B.D. 
Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
with Map and Ground-Plans, 14s. 

Walford (Ed w., M.A.),Work8 by : 

Tiie County Families of the United 
Kingdom. Containing Notices of 
the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Educa- 
tion, &c., of more than ia,ooo dis- 
nguished Heads of Families, their 
Heirs Apparent or Presumptive, the 
Ofl&ces they hold or have held, their 
Town and Country Addresses, Clubs, 
&c. The Twenty-third Annual Edi- 
tion, for 1883, cloth, full gilt, 503 

The Shilling Peerage (1883). Con- 
taining an Alphabetical List of the 
House of Lords, Dates of Creation, 
Lists of Scotch and Irish Peers, 
Addresses, &c. 32mo, cloth. Is. 
Published annually. 

The Shilling Baronetage (1883). 
Containing an Alphabetical List of 
the Baronets of the United Kingdom, 
Short Biographical Notices, Dates 
of Creation, Addresses, &c. 32mo, 
cloth, Is. Published annually. 

The Shilling Knightage (1883). Con- 
taining an Alphabetical List of the 
Knights of tne United Kingdom, 
short Biographical Notices, Dates 
of Creation, Addresses, &c. 32mo, 
cloth, Is. Published annually. 

The Shilling l-iouse of Commons 
(1883). Containing a List of all the 
Members of the British Parliament, 
their Town and Country Addresses, 
&c. 32mo, cloth. Is. Published 
annually. 

The Complete Peerage, Baronet- 
age, Knightage, and House of 
Commons (1883). In One Volume, 
royal 32mo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 
68. Published annually. 

Haunted London. By Walter 

Thornbury. Edited by Edward 
Walford, M.A. With Illustrations 
by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Walton and Cotton's Complete 

Angler ; or, The Contemplative Man's 
Recreation ; being a Discourse of 
Rivers, Fishponds, Fish and Fishing, 
written by Izaak Walton ; and In- 
structions how to Angle for a Trout or 
Grayling in a clear Stream, by Charles 
Cotton. With Original Memoirs and 
Notes by Sir Harris Nicolas, and 
61 Copperplate Illustrations. Large 
crown 8vo, cloth antique, 7s. 6d. 



Wanderer's Library, The: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 

Wanderings In Patagonia; or, Life 
among the Ostrich Hunters. By 
Julius Bberbohm. Illustrated. 

Camp Notes: Stories of Sport and 
Adventure in Asia, Africa, and 
America. By Frederick Boyle. 

Savage Life. By Frederick Boyle. 

Merrle England in the Olden Time. 
By George Daniel. With Illustra- 
tions by RoBT. Cruikshank. 

Circus Life and Circus Celebrities. 
By Thomas Frost. 

The Lives of the Conjurers. By 
Thomas Frost. 

The Old Showmen and the Old 
London Fairs. By Thomas Frost. 

Low-Life Deeps. An Account of the 
Strange Fish to be found there. By 
James Greenwood. 

The Wilds of London. By James 
Greenwood. 

Tunis The Land and the People. 
By the Chevalier de Hesse-War- 
TEGG. With 22 Illustrations. 

The Life and Adventures of a Cheap 
Jack. By One of the Fraternity. 
Edited by Charles Hindley. 

The World Behind the Scenes. By 
Percy Fitzgerald. 

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings 
Including the Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscences connected with Ta- 
verns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c. 
By Charles Hindley. With Illusts. 

The Genial Showman : Life and Ad- 
ventures of Artemus Ward. ByJE. P. 
Hingston. With a Frontispiece. 

The Story of the London Parks. 
By Jacob Larwood. With Illusts. 

London Characters. By Henry May- 
hew. Illustrated. 

Seven Generations of Executioners : 
Memoirs of the Sanson Family 
(1688 to 1847). Edited by Henry 
Sanson. 

Summer Cruising In the South 
Seas. By Charles Warren Stod- 
dard. Illust. by Wallis Mackay. 

Warner. — A Roundabout Jour- 
ney. By Charles Dudley Warner, 
Author of " My Summer in a Garden." 
Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 65. [In prepar ation. 

Warrants, &c. :— 

Warrant to Execute Charles I. An 
exact Facsimile, with the Fifty-nine 
Signatures, and corresponding Seals. 
Carefully printed on paper to imitate 
theOriginal, 22in.-by i4in. Price 28. 
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Warrants, &c., continued — 

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen of 
Scots. An exact Facsimile, includ- 
ing the Signature of Queen Eliza- 
beth, and a Facsimile of the Great 
Seal. Beautifully printed on paper 
to imitate the Original MS. Price 2s. 

Magna Charta. An Exact Facsimile 
o? the Original Document in the 
British Museum, printed on fine 
plate paper, nearly 3 feet long by 2 
feet wide, with the Arms and Seals 
emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 
Price 68. 

The Roll of Battle Abbey; or, A List 
of the Principal Warriors who came 
over from Normandy with William 
the Conqueror, and Settled in this 
Country, a.d. 1066-7. With the 
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold 
and Colours. Price 5b. 

Westropp. — Handbook of Pot- 
tery and Porcelain: or, History of 
those Arts from the Earliest Period. 
By HoDDER M. Westropp. With nu- 
merous Illustrations, and a List of 
Marks. Crown 8vo, cloth limp, 48. 6d. 



Whistler v. Ruskin: Art and 

Art Critics. By J. A. Macneill 
Whistler. Seventh Edition, square 
8vo, Is. 

White's Natural History of 

Seiborne. Edited, with Additions, by 
Thomas Brown, F.L.S. . Post 8vo, 
cloth limp, 2s. 

Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.), 

Works by: 

Chapters on Evolution: A Popular 
History of the Darwinian and 
Allied Theories of Development. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, with 259 Illustrations, 7s. 6d. 

Leaves from a Naturalist's Note- 
book. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Leisure-Time Studies, chiefly Bio- 
logical. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, with Illustrations, 6s. 



Williams (W. Mattleu^ F.R.A.8.), 

Works by: 

Science In Short Chapters. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6a. 

A Simple Treatise on Heat. Crown 
8vo, cloth limp, with Illustrations, 
2s. 6d. 

wilson (C.E.).— Persian Wit and 

Humour: Being the Sixth Book of 
the Baharistan of J ami, Translated 
for the first time ffom the Original 
Persian into English Prose and Verse. 
With Notes by C. E. Wilson, M.R. A.S., 
Assistant Librarian Royal Academy 
of Arts. Crown 8vo, parchment bina- 
ing, 48^ 

Winter (J. S.), Stories by: 

Cavalry Life. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
3s. 6d. 

Regimental Legends. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Wood.— Sablna: A Novel. ^By 

Lady Wood. Post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 28. -*» 

Words, Facts, and PhraBesl 

A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and 
Out-of-the-Way Matters. By Elikzbr 
Edwards. Crown 8vo, half>bonnd, 
12s. 6d. 

Wright (Thomas), Works by : 

Caricature History of the Georges. 

(The House of Hanover.) With 400 
Pictures, Caricatures, Squibs, Broad- 
sides, Window Pictures, &c. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

History of Caricature and of the 
Grotesqus in Art, Literature, 
Sculptui^e, and Painting. Profusely 
Illustrated by F. W. Fairholt, 
F.S.A. Large post 8vo, cloth extra, 
78. 6d. 

Yates (Edmund), Novels by : 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Castaway. 
The Forlorn Hope. 
Land at Last. 
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NOVELS BY THE BEST AUTHORS. 



NEW NOVELS at 

All In a Garden Fair. By Walter 
Besant. Three Vols. [Shortly. 

Annan Water. By Robert Buchanan. 
Three Vols. [Shortly, 

Fancy-Free, &c. By Charles Gibbon. 
Three Vols. [Shortly, 

Fortune's Fool. By Julian Haw- 
thorne. Three Vofs^ 

lone. By E. Lynn Linton. Three 
Vols. [Shortly. 

The Way of the World. By D. Chris- 
tie Murray. Three Vols. [Shortly, 

The Foreigners. By E. C. Price. 
Three Vols. [Shortly. 



every Library. 

Maid of Athens. By Justin Mc- 
Carthy, M.P. With 12 Illustrations 
by Fred. Barnard. Three Vols. 

[Shortly. 

By the Gate of the Sea. By David 
Christie Murray. Two Vols., post 
8vo, 12s. 

The Canon's Ward. By James Payn. 
Three Vols. [.Jan., 1884. 

A. New Collection of Stories by 
Charles Reade is now in prepara- 
tion, in Three Vols. 

The Land-Leaguers. By Anthony 
Trollops. Three Vols. [Shortly, 



THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 



Popular Stories by the Best Authors. 

crown 8vo, cloth 

BY MRS. ALEXANDER. 
Maid, Wife, or Widow ? 

BY W. BESANT & JAMES RICE, 
Ready-Money Mortlboy. 
My Little Girl. 
The Case of Mr. Lucraft. 
This Son of Vulcan. 
With Harp and Crown. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
By Cella's Arbour. 
The Monks of Thelema. 
'Twas In Trafalgar's Bay. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Ten Years' Tenant. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

BY WALTER BESANT. 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
The Captains' Room. 

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN. 
A Child of Nature. 
God and the Man. 
The Shadow of the Sword. 
The Martyrdom of Madeline 
Love Me for Ever. 

BY MRS. H, LOVETT CAMERON. 
Deceivers Ever. 
Juliet's Guardian. 



Library Editions, many Illustrated, 
extra, 3s. 6d. each. 

BY MORTIMER COLLINS. 
Sweet Anne Page. 
Transmigration. 
From Midnight to Midnight. 

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS, 
Blaci<smith and Scholar. 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play me False. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS. 



Antonina. 
Basil. 

l-llde and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of IHearts. 
My Miscellanies. 
Woman In White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
Miss or Mrs ? 



New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
The Law and the 

Lady. 
TheTwo Destinies 
IHaunted Hotel 
The Fallen Leaves 
Jezebel'sDaughter 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science 



BY BUTTON COOK. 
Paul Foster's Daughter. 

BY WILLIAM CYPLES. 
Hearts of Gold. 

BY y. LEITH DERWENT. 
Our Lady of Tears. 
Cipoe'8 Lovers. 
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BY U. BETHAM-BDWARDS. 
Filicls. 
liV MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES. 



■ Preblem. 
u of YapTOvr 
den sua.'!. 

agree. 

HOSIAS H 

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
Eltloa Quentin, 
Pplnoo Saronl'B Wire. 

DUBt. 

UY SIR A. HELPS. 
Ivan de Blron. 

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT. 
Thornlci-oft's Model. 
The Loaden Caeket. 



BY HARRIETT JAY. 
Ths Queen of Connaught. 
The Dark Colleen, 

BY HENRY KINGSLEY. 
Number Savsntei.... 
Oakehott C»tl«. 



PlCCADlLLV NOVEIS, loUilUud— 

BY E. LYNN LINTON. 
Patricia Kemball. 
Atonement of Loam Dundoa. 
The World Weir Lo«t. 



Retiel of the Family. 
BY HENRY W. LUCY. 



CIdeon 



leyoB. 



BY JUSTIN McCarthy, m-p. 

The Waterdale Nel£hboura 

My Enemy's Daughter. 

LInley Roohford, | A Fair Saxon. 

Deal' Lady Dledaln. 

MlBi M lean th rope. 

The Comet of a Season. 
BY GEORGE MACDONAID, LL.D. 
Paul Faber, Surgeon. 
Thomaa Wlngfold, Cu pate- 
fir MRS. UACDONELL. 



BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS. 

BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 

Lonement. i Caale of FIra. 
Coat. Val StrangB. 

Father. ' Heart*. 




CHATTO &■ WINDVS. PICCADILLY. 



Y CHARLES READS, D.C.L. 
la Never Too Uata to Mend. 

ih. I Peg Womngton. 



tcC:iDtt.t.r Novels, contiBaed— 

BY T. W. SPEIGHT. 
The Mysteries of Heron Dyka. 

BY R. A. STERKDALE. 
The Afglian Knife. 

BY BERTHA THOUAS. 
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Cheap Popular Novels, continued — 
BY ROBERT BUCHANAN, 
The Shadow of the Sword. 
A Child of Nature. 

BY MRS. BURNETT. 
Surly TFm. 

• 

BY MRS. LOVETT CAMERON. 
Deceivers Ever. 
Juliet's Guardian. 

BY MACLAREN COBBAN. 
1*he Cure of Souls. 

BY C. ALLSTON COLLINS. 
The Bar Sinister. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS. 
Antonlna. 
Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
My IVIisceilanles. 
Jhe Woman in White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
Miss or Mrs. P 
The New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
The Law and the Lady. 
The Two Destinies. 
The Haunted HoteJ. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel's Daughter. 
Vhe Blacic Robe. 

BY MORTIMER COLLINS. 
Sweet Anne Page. 
Transmigration. 
From Midnight to Midnight. 
A Fight with Fortune. 

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS. 
Sweet and Twenty. 
Frances. 

Blacksmith and Scholar. 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play me False. 

BY BUTTON COOK. 
Leo. 
Paul Foster's Daughter. 

BY y. LEITH DERWENT, 
Our Lady of Tears. 



Cheap Popular Novels, eontiniud'— 
BY CHARLES DICKENS. 
Sketches by Boz. 
The Pickwick Papers. 
Oliver Twist. 
Nicholas Nickleby. 

BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES, 
A Point of Honour. 
Archie Lovell. 

BY M. BETHAM-EDWARDS. 
Felicia. 

BY EDWARD EGGLESTON. 
Roxy. 

BY PERCY FITZGERALD. 
Bella Donna. . 
Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mrs. Tiliotson. 
Polly. 
Seventy-five Brooke Street. 

BY ALBANY DE FONBLANQUE. 
Filthy Lucre. 

BY R. E. FRANCILLON. 
Olympia. 
Queen Cophetua. 
One by One. 

BY EDWARD GARRETT. 
The Capei Girls. 

BY CHARLES GIBBON. 
Robin Gray. 
For Lack of Gold. 
What will the World SayP 
in Honour Bound. 
The Dead Heart, 
in Love and War. 
For the King. 
Queen of the Meadow. 
In Pastures Green. 

BY WILLIAM GILBERT. 
Dr. Austin's Guests. 
The Wizard of the Mountain. 
James Duke. 

BY yAMES GREENWOOD. 
Dick Temple. 

BY ANDREW HALLWAY. 
Every-Day Papers. 

BY LADY DUFFUS HARDY. 
Paul Wynter's Sacrifice. 

BY THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 
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'/liEAP Popular Novels, continued— 

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
Garth. 

Eilice Quentin. 
Sebastian Stpome. 

BY SIR ARTHUR HELPS, 
Ivan de Biron. 

BY TOM HOOD. 
A Golden Heart. 

BY VICTOR HUGO. 
The Hunchback of Notre Dame. 

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT. 
Thorn Icroft's Model. 
The Leaden Casket. 

BY JEAN INGELOW. 
Fated to be Free. 

BY HENRY JAMES, Jun. 
Confidence. 

BY HARRIETT JAY. 
The Dark Colleen. 
The Queen of Con naught. 

BY HENRY KINGSLEY. 
Oakshott Castle. 
Number Seventeen. 

BY E. LYNN LINTON. 
Patricia Kemball. 
The Atonement of Leam Dundas. 
The World Well Lost. 
Under which Lord ? 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family. 
"My Love!" 

BY JUSTIN McCarthy, m.p. 

Dear Lady Disdain. 

The Waterdale Neighbours. 

My Enemy's Daughter. 

A Fair Saxon. 

LInley Rochford. 

Miss Misanthrope. 

Donna Quixote. 

BY GEORGE MACDONALD. 
Paul Faber, Surgeon. 
Thomas WIngfold, Curate. 

BY MRS. MACDONELL. 
Quaker Cousins. 

BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOID, 
The Evil Eye. | Lost Rose. 

BY W. H. MALLOCK, 
The New Republic. 



Cheap Popular Novels, continued— 

BY FLORENCE MARRY AT. 
Open ! Sesame ! 
A Harvest of Wild Oats. 
A Little Stepson. 
Fighting the Air. 
Written In Fire. 

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch and Go. | Mr. Dorillion. 
BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 
A Life's Atonement. 
A Model Father. 

BY MRS. OLIPHANT. 
Whiteiadies. 

BY MRS. ROBERT O'REILLY. 
Phcebe's Fortunes. 

BY OUIDA. 

Library Editions of Ouida's Novels 
may be had in crown 8vo, cloth extra, at 
5s. each. 
Held In Bondage. 



Strath more. 

Chandos. 

Under Two Flags. 

idaila. 

Cecil Castle- 

malnc. 
Tricotrln. 
Puck. 
Folle Farine. 



Pascarcl. 

TwoLittleWooden 
Shoes. 

Signa. 

In a Winter City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Motlu. 

Plplstrello. 

A Village Com- 
mune. 



A Dog of Flanders. 

BY JAMES PAYN. 
Lost Sir Massing- Gwendoline's Har 



berd. 

A Perfect Trea- 
sure. 

Bentlnck's Tutor. 

Murphy's Master. 

A County Family. 

At Her. Mercy. 

A Woman's Ven- 
geance. 

Cecil's Tryst. 
Ciyffards of Clyffe 
The Family Scape- 
grace. 

Foster Brothers. 
Found Dead. 
Best of Husbands 
Walter's Word. 
Halves. 

Fallen Fortunes. 
.What He Cost Her 
Humorous Stories 



vest. 

Like Father, Like 
Son. 

A Marine Resi- 
dence. 

Married Beneath 
Him. 

Mirk Abbey. 

Not Wooed, but 
Won. 

£200 Reward. 

Less Black than 

We're Painted. 
By Proxy. 
Under One Roof. 
High Spirits. 
Carlyon's Year. 

A Confidential 
Agent. 

Some Private 
Views. 

From Exile. 
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